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The new Mac. 





It does the Internet. 

It does digital music. 

It does digital movies. 

It does digital photography. 

It bums CDs and DVDs. 

It even runs Microsoft Officer 

And because its flat screen 
effortlessly adjusts to any 
position you want, it does it 
all more personally than any 
other personal computer 
in the world. 



15" LCD flat screen. 800-MHz G4. CD/DVD-burning SuperDrive.' Starting at $1,399- 
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TOUGH NEW LONG BED. Factory installed, supercharged V6. 210 horsepower. The longest bed of any 4-door truck in its class.' It hits the roao. 



'i\'Ti%K-««>,.-k..pCW^# N-vra" l!ieNf*v.’-U‘jo P«IVEN.4'--jf.lM...f M,<V N .f.-? .v. N«-vv* i-Jif,*.- .»«*< . ?00l N«-, 4 r» A-nefic*. Inc 



Copyrighted material 




Copyrighted materia) 





Now, total comfort 
whether you 
shave down or up— 
even against the grain 
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Nicole Kidman as well as behind the scenes, 
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intimate documentary on the making of 
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a 58 piece orchestra 
and special guests. 
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what to look for in a printer and digital camera. 

Connections, connections, connections. 



The fire hydrant. Its a hub for connections. Just like the Canon S820D Photo Printer, a versatile machine 
that gives you three ways to print digital images. Featuring Canons exclusive Bubble Jet Direct technology, 
the S820D printer allows you to simply plug the direct interface cable right into the Canon PowerShot 
S40, S30, S330 ELPH or S200 ELPH digital camera and print without a PC. Or, use the built-in PCMCIA 
Type II memory card slot to print pictures from virtually any digital cameral Of course, the S820D printer 
also works beautifully when connected to your PC. So choose your connection 
and let the digital images flow. For details, visit www.usa.canon.com/consumer 

or call 1-800-OK-CANON. Canon KNOW HOW~ 

TECHNOLOGY THAT MAKES SENSE. 

Tv mniitcniWOT on Gor^Mbtenwiaqianls and Jtifilen. VBA wmusa.caw.comAwsitnw. Cjnmaidwynecssan'raniayunh am) adapter, echidHig Cvnpxlf lash Card fteadv. must be pwttiisedjepatMely. Specifcabons subiect to change ntheui nolice. 
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DAVID LaCHAPELLE 

Photographsr, “Tlw Star Who F*U 
to Earth,” page 56 
lt*t a oompUmont, roollF “People 
think of Moby as a computer guy 
locked up in a studio, but he's 
actually quite a pervert. I mean that 
in the best possible way." 
Continental drifter The Vanity Fair 
staff photog is crossing Europe with 
a museum show of his work. 

CHRIS NORBIS 

Writer, “The Star Who FeU to Barth” 
Bald, fast, Indestructible “When 
I first met Moby, around 1994, he 
was living in a truly spartan studio 
with roaches everywhere because 
he wouldn't kill them.” 

Smorty poitls Spin's senior writer, 
Norris notes that the longest one- 
syllable word in English is screeched 



LARA TOMUN 

niustralor, "The Ntnrana Wors,” 

page 66 

StIU ongstler than you I've seen 
portraits of Cobain with that look 
of malcontent. I was just trying to 
capture that: a little bit agitated 
and a little disapproving." 

Colws Insldo tho lines Tomlin also 
illustrates for The New Yorker. 



ANDY GREENWALD 

Writer, ”Spider>llanl” page 41 
Best phone coll eirer “There I am in 
my office, listening to the Kylie album, 
when the phone rings and I hear, 
‘Please hold for Stan Lee.'" 

VThen not Jawing with IMng leg- 
ends Greenwald is writing a book 
about punk, emo, teenagers, and 
the Internet for St. Martin’s R-ess. 



GIDEON YAGO 

Writer, “BClke Domone: The Sixth 
Stroke?” page 54 
Paging James Deon! “I told 
Romanes, 'You need to channel 
Damone. You need to get back into 
that special place, dude. You’re an 
actor— get in character, godammit!’" 
Cable guy Yago enjoys game- 
hunting and writing for MTV News. 
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"Is that Jimmy Fallon's real room in the p\c\ures'?"—Keisey Lukingbeai 

► FEEDBACK 




have caps on our million-dollar 
salaries so we can put the rest 
“back into the world." 

Mauriclo Leyba 
Spanaway, Washington 

We Wish They Had 
*80s Triangle Perms 



Dope is an extremely original 
band [“Dope Have Color-Coded 
Hair: Why?" Noise, March]. It is 
hard to find six different ways of 
wearing dreads without all six 
people looking the same. Did 
Dope go to cosmetic school 
before or after they dropped out 
of high school? If I get dreads, 
can I be in the band? 

Jill King 

La Verne, California 

Horse of a 
Different Color 



When's the Tim 
Meadows Cover? 

Thank you so much for putting 
Jimmy Fallon on the cover 
(“Fallon Comes Alive," March]. 

I keep all of my Saturday nights 
open just to see him and the rest 
of the fabulous cast of Saturday 
Night Live. K's awesome that he's 
finally getting recognition for his 
tremendous talent. 

Jessica Ashton 

Newmarket, Ontario, Canada 

Jimmy Fallon is twice as attractive 
as that two-bit no-talent from 
Incubus. Thanks for the pictures— 
now I've got masturbation fodder 
for the next month or so. 

Audrey Hendrickson 
Seattle 

I am Jimmy Fallon's biggest fan, 
and I am so happy to see that 

1 more people are recognizing how 

2 talented and extremely hot he is! Is 
^ that his real room in the pictures? 

I Kelsey Lukingbeat 

z Sugar Land, Texas 



Now It's Your Turn, 
Klnda Like a Sadie 
Hawkins Dance 

Just two months after U2 grace 
the cover of Spin as "Band of the 
Year," Sum-41 clean up the 
Readers Poll [March]. Either your 
readers don't actually read the 
magazine, or this thing was 
rigged. Place all my votes on U2 
and none on a band that won’t be 
around in five years, let alone 20. 
Tasha Hindman 
Elkins Park, Pennsylvania 

I resent your writer implying that 
Christina Aguilera's a cheap, ugly 

stripper with no fashion sense. 

And to top it off, Britney Spears 
was voted “Sex Goddess." Ha! 
Rease! Given the choice, I’d 
rather look like Christina Aguilera 
any day. Christina wears crazy 
clothes and makeup because 
she’s having fun and being free. 
Jeez, maybe she should just go 
around with a paper bag over her 
head to appease you people, 
since she’s such an ugly troll. 



And no, I’m not some teeny- 
bopper fan. I'm 22 years old, 
and I'm a huge admirer of 
Christina who wants you to 
stop singling her out. Perhaps 
you're just jealous. 

Mysti Sands 

Great Falls, Montana 

Can You Hear Her Talk 
About Us? 



Jane Wiedlin’s take on current 
artists who’ve done '80s covers 
was really funny [“Ask the 
Experts," Noise, March]. Who'd 
have thought that the Go-Go's 
guitarist was so hilarious? When 
is Spin going to be smart enough 
to let Ms. Jane have her own 
monthly column? Now that would 
be something I would like to read I 
Jason Gumm 
Los Angeles 

Boy, Is Itl 



It’s nice to know that Alanis 
Morissette [“Well-Rounded Little 
Pill," March] thinks we should all 



Thank you for your feature on 

Saves the Day [Incoming, Noise, i 

March]. I saw them last summer, * 

and there was a line of people 

down the block. I've never seen 

such a huge line before, not even 

when NOFX played. i 

Angelina Santana 

Santa Cruz, California \ 

The next time you want to cover 
an emo band, pick the Promise | 

Ring or, better yet, Rainer Maria , 

(there aren't any vegans in that 
band). Saves the Day are com- 
pletely uninspired, the lyrics are < 

insipid, and the lead singer’s ' 

voice is so nasally awful that it 
brings tears to my eyes even I 

thinking about it. 

Alexandra Pharmakidis 

Burlington, Vermont | 

I should tell you that my brother, | 

Chris Conley [of Saves the Day], I 

did not grow up on a tony horse | 

farm. There are sheep, yes, 
sometimes pigs, two goats, ' 

whole congresses of cats with ' 

eye infections, and a rusted ^ 

SPIN 17 
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pickup truck in the drive. But 
you will find no horses. Yet 
I agree that a pig farm— however 
factual— in central (not southern) 
New Jersey doesn't have 
quite the same patina. Why 
so snarky? 

Katy McColl 
New York City 

Editor's note: As it did with 
other facts in the article, Saves 
the Day's record label 
confirmed to our research 
department that Chris Conley 
was raised on a horse farm in 
southern New Jersey. 

Chiu Your Aura, Sister— 
Mucho Negative Energy 

Too bad Rich Kane was too 
ignorant to realize the level of 
greatness Incubus achieved 



when they played the Universal 
Amphitheatre [Live, Noise, 

March]. While the guys were 
onstage, giving you an eternal gift 
and attempting to bring you to a 
higher level, you were too busy 
worrying about the “bootylicious 
girls" virho “homdogged over 
Brandon." When Incubus perform, 
they reek of amazing energy, as if 
for a few hours everyone in the 
room is functioning on a higher 
wavdength. Incubus keep it real. 
Show a little respect. 

Julia Friedman 

Northridge, California 

Clarification 



In our April 2002 issue, we 
referred to Milla Jovovich as a 
Revlon model. Jovovich has 
been a L’Or6aJ spokesperson 
since 1997. 



'W READER OF THE MONTH 



Occupation: Student, record 
store clerk 

Music: The Dismemberment 
Ran, Thursday, Mos Def 
Hobbles: Going to shows, 
IMing friends 
Hates: Meat, his sister 
Fun fact: His sister's pet ferret 
keeps stealing his socks and 
smells bad. "What do you call 
that odor? Musky?" 

March Issue verdict; "It's 
better to have Jimmy Fallon on 
the cover than a real newsman. 
Jeez, it looks like Leonard Cohen 
led a tough life. The Readers Poll 
was funny. If I was voted worst 
dressed. I'd change schools, 
even though I'm a senior." 

Do you wanna be a Reader of the Month? Yeah, you do! Send a .jpg 
Image file and your phone number to readerofthemonth@spin.com— 
or post a photo to the address below c/o "Reader of the Month” 
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^EIL MASSEY/PYMCA (2). COURTESY NEW LINE CINEMA 
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CELEBRITY SPINS ^ 



Hip London clubgoer: "Do you take requests?* 
Love: “No, you cant take my f***in’ breasts! Hicr 



I 



I 





The last time we mentioned Des- 
' tiny’s Child, we quoted a Patri- 

da Field employee who described 
Jy y them as “ghetto bitches." That 

was wrong. But this item is as 
puffy as the Afro Destiny's leader 
T Beyoncd Knowles sports in her 

^ sQPPV ■ big-screen debut as Mike Myers’ 

A j ^ sidekick, Foxxy Cleopatra, in the 

Amazing^ ^ ^||H second Austin Powers sequel. In 

liacenteim.ln dght, bat^^' ' March, Knowles dished from the 

top-secret set about what it's like 
to emote alongside the International Man of Mystery. "It’s been a blessing and 
an honor.” she says. "Mike is hilarious." Um, how about some plot-point spoil- 
ers? The poop on Britney's cameo? Give us something }uicy, or we’ll slowly 
lower your gorgeous self. Dr. Evil-style, into a pool full of ill-tempered sea bass. 
“Well, whenever 1 get tired, be does little things to make me laugh. He'll teach 
me animal sounds like 'Moo!' Or he'll imitate a parrot.” All right, we frickin' quit 






Rocker/actress/litigious avenger Courtney Love took 
over the decks at the ‘Death Disco* party at London's 
tiny Metro Oub in late March. She was invited by former 
Creation Records impresario Alan McGee, who is cur- 
rently collecting artists for his latest indie label, Poptones. 
"They're going to put out my next record, and I love 
them." Love says. “It’s going to go to No. 1 , sweetie." 
(Of course, Poptones will have to await the outcome of 
her lawsuit with Universal Music Group before it can 
release any music.) Love, dressed in skintight, tan suede 
trousers and a black top she immediately ditched In ^vor 
of a glittering bra, spun vintage R.E.M., the Jesus and 
Mary Chain, and the controversial (see page 66) unre- 
leased Nirvana song ‘You Know You're Right” twice 
before bidding clubgoers a smoky-voiced ‘Good 
evening!” Upon exiting the club, a bystander pelted her 
with a few pence eind called out, “Yoko Ono!" “Court- 
ney is the real thing— an absolute superstar," McGee 
raved. ‘And there aren't many of those left." 
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Sue us (we have lawyers), but we like Rob Thomas. The Matchbox Twenty 
leader is endearing for many reasons. He went through a ‘fat phase,* he’s 
never struck a Jesus pose onstage, and he seems to understand that we're 

not supposed to like him. 
But. hell, rock snobbery 
is so late- '90s. So what's 
the new Matchbox album 
(being written as you 
read this) going to sound 
like? "It’s funny because 
once you get into the 
studio and start mixing, it 
can become anything,” 
Thomas tells us. ‘I have 
r>o idea what the hell the 
record is going to be.” 
Odds are it will be full of 
angsty lyrics and radio- 
wave-surfing hooks, just 
like the last two records. 
Or maybe not. Thomas— 
happily married, recently 
30. and wealthier than 
the Strokes' parents— 
worries that he may be a 
bit too happy to credibly 
pull off the malaise 
that made Matchbox 
smashes like ‘Push" res- 
onate with the sad kids. 
"It's not that good for 

writing," he says. ‘So I have to always pick a fight with my wife. She’ll be like, 
‘You're not writing now, are you?' But I have to beat somebody up." Emo- 
tionally. He mecins emotionally. 



...And the 'Least Convincing Smile Award' 
goes to... Thomas, with wife, Marisol 



TRASH TALK 



From our ‘Can Soundgarden Please Re-form Now?” file: After nearly 
six months in the studio, Chris Cornell has parted with the remain- 
ing members of Rage Against the Machine. ‘The album is still com- 
ing out, and Chris will be pursuing other things,” Cornell's rep says. 
Like remembering how kickass Badmotorfinger still sounds, we hope 
. . . We also hear that Metallica ^ 

drummer Lars Ulrich has been , 

trying to convince former -V ^ 

bassist Jason Newsted to % 

rejoin the band, John Frus- 
ciante-styie ... From our — 

"Here's Your Stick. Please Beal * ^ 

Off the P"sy" file: Rumor has it, 

with Gavin Rossdale’s nup- I 

tials to Gwen Stefani impend- ^ 

ing, the Bush crew employs a f % 

professional minder to make 

sure the band's hungry female 

fans (the seven or eight who I 

are left) stay the hell away 

from Rossdale. ■ ... ^ 

Wanted: Grunge god seeKtHtp-min^ 
band. Influences: Soundgtloi^ 



MR. MATCHBOX TWENTY AT 3D 




Gabba, gabba, we accept you: Johnny. Tommy, 
Dee Dee, ar>d Marky Ramone 



INSTITUTIDNALIZEDI 

Punk lock hits the Rock and Roll 
Hall of Fame 

T he Ramones were our Beatles," Eddie Vedder told a 
crowd who assembled at a New York City hotel in 
March to mark the seminal punk band’s induction into the 
Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. Talking Heads, who sprang 
from the same mid-'70s CBGB scene as the Ramones, 
were also enshrined, marking the first time the Hail has 
officially recognized bands from the punk era. ‘I'd like to 
congratulate myself and thank myself and give myself a 
big pat on the back," original bassist Dee Dee Ramone 
announced before Green Day took the stage to play a 
quick Ramones set. 

So who’s next? In the coming years, will the Hall finally 
begin to honor musicians who prefer leather to tie-dye, who 
represent not only punk but also new wave and the other 
movements punk spawned? “The Clash are a shoo-in," 
says Hall of Fame Foundation President Seymour Stein, 
who fourKled Sire Records and signed the Ramorres otkI 
Talking Heads. ‘I feel strongly about Blondie and the Sex 
Pistols. Certainly the Smiths, Depeche Mode, and Duran 
Duran, for their body of work. Maybe even SpiarKlau Ballet, 
although they were never that successful in the U.S." 

Sadly, Spandau Ballet won't be eligible until 2006- 
performers can't enter the Hall until 25 years after their 
first records and they must sway a 75-experl nominating 
committee and about a thousand voters. Until this year, 
the only proto-punk inductee has been the Velvet Under- 
ground. Such worthy candidates as the Stooges and 
New York Dolls remain uncelebrated, and over the next 
few years, the list of potential inductees will grow. But will 
punk rock ever feel at home in an institution dedicated 
to honoring much of the music that punks rejected? 

"Twenty years ago, I might have said, ‘Museums are for 
rich people to massage their guilty consciences,'" says 
Brett Gurewitz, guitarist for punk legends Bad Religion, 
owner of punk powerhouse Epitaph, arxi actual rk^ person. 
‘But today, to be recognized by my peers as doing a good 
job would be cool. It would give me joy." steve knopper 



Copyright^: ■ 
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Enjoy Heineken Responsibly 

www.heineken.coin 

Z’2002 HEiNEKENSi Lager Beer. Hemeken USA Irw.. White Plains. NY 
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“There's probably a lot of things about [Sobe] 
that I don’t know," he says, “like investments 
and shit. If they think it makes them seem oocri 
to give people Sobe drinks at a hip-hop show, 
whatever. That's not going to stop me from 
saying, ‘Fuck Sobe.' it tastes like shit, m say 
it tastes like shit.” 

Unperturbed. Sobe execs say they con- 
ceived the Adrenaline Tour with the Coup in 
mind— even after the controversy over the 
original cover of Party Music, which depicted 
Riley blowing up the World Trade Center. 
(After September 11, the group's label. 75 Ark, 
replaced the image over the Coup's objec- 
tions.) “We didn’t pick bands who were going 
to be corporate voice boxes and say. 'Sobe’s 
great!' " says company spokesman BAike Joyce. 
“I hope [Riley] would be cool enough not to 
say 'Fuck Sobe' onstage just because he 
doesn't like the flavor of Orange Carrot. But 
we’d roll with it." stevekmopper 



T he Coup, radical hip-hoppers whose latest 
album. Party Music, includes a song called 
“5 Million Ways to Kill a CEO." may be the last 
artists you'd think would accept corporate 
sponsorship. So why did they agree to join 



the Adrenaline Tour, sponsored by 
energy-drink maker Sobe? “I'm just 
using whatever tools are available," 
Coup leader Boots Riley says. “We're 
in a system where the only way you 
can get heard is to be on a machine 
to sell products." The Coup's 
machine is PepsiCo, the soft-drink 
giant that owns 90 percent of Sobe. 

Scot Fisher, manager of anti- 
corporate folksinger Ani DiFranco, 
disagrees with the notion that all 
artists must accept sponsorship to 
advance their careers: “When you 
are in a position to make the choice, 
I'm so much happier to see artists 
choose to be independent of the system." he 
says, “even if it means making less money." 

Riley, who says he's never tasted a Sobe 
beverage, let alone researched the company, 
doesn’t let PepsiCo's involvement bother him. 



SPONSORING A REVOLUTION 

The Coup get toui support iiom Pepsi 



THE STARS SOLVE YDUR RELATIONSHIP OILEMMAS 



BY VICTORIA DeSILVERID 
THIS MONTH: 
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'm kinda neiv> 
ous because 
I’m starting to lose 
my hair and I'm still a 
virgin. At this rate, I’ll 
be bald before I even 
have sex! 

ZT.. Tucson. Arizona 
Don't worry about iL 
When I was about 22, 

I went semi-bald, and 
I still got iakL A lot of 
women find bald men 
really sexy. My best 
mate vrent totally bald 
at 25, ar>d he gets laid 
all over the place! 



Fttboy sum’s Uve 
on Brighton Beach 
is out now 




My girlfriend 
asked me If 
I think about other 
girts. How do I tell 
her the truth without 
hurtirvg her feelings? 
Should I lie? 

J.C.. Boston 
At a certain stage in a 
relationship, you can 
be totally hor>e$t Like, 
I can say to my wife, 
“Yeah, she’s pretty, 
but I don't want to 
have sex with her." 

But if your girtfriend 
is worried about this, 

I wouldn't tell her the 
truth. She'll just worry 
more and give you a 
hard tinr>e about iL 
Or. stop looking at 
other girls! 

— ^ \/ 



^ Send your relationship problems to: needadviceiSspin.com 
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STICK IT UP ^ 
YUUR INBUXI" 

Britney and Justin; email from 
the big breakup 

This spring, Britney Spears and Justin Timberlake seemed 
to call it quits without explanation. Then Timberlake's 
laptop miraculously appeared in our office... 



It WWi 









March 18, 2002,4:15 p.m. 

From: IGoesForMine@aol.com 
To: PinkyT@yahoo.com 
Subject: If we were on 'Cribs' we'd 
totally win! 



'Sup baby? What are you wearing? We just 
rolled into L.A. I'm sorry I haven't written in like 
a week but Lance had to borrow my computer 



March 7, 2002, 11:49 p.m. 
From: IGoesForMine@aol.com 
To: PinkyT@yahoo.com 
Subject: Damn! 



'Sup, baby? I'm in the hotel now. The bodyguard, 
you know the really big one who protects me 
from all the giris? He showed me how to hook 
up this fresh new computer— I didn't think you 
could email from a hotel room! That's how come 
I haven't emailed or two-wayed or IM'd or called 
in a while. 

Also, we're under a lot of pressure. Lance won't 
stop talking about going to space and I wanna 
be like, "Just, go already, dude!" Chris is pissed 
cause I won't wear FU-man when I go out 
dancing cause it looks totally wack on me, and 
I'm like "Dude, I'm skinny. I can't wear this 
baggy shit." This Is why bands like The Rolling 
Stones break up. The pressure. 

Anyway, I miss you and wish that you were here 
in Tacoma (wherever that is). Are you still wear* 
ing the ring? Every time you look at the ring, 

I want you to think about the time I gave It to 
you, okay? How do you make those smiley faces 
with the keyboard? J 



Justin, you're not the only one under pressure, 
you know? It's been like five days since I heard 
from you and when my mom asks me "What's 
going on with Justin?" it's like what am I 
supposed to say? I'm still wearing the ring, but 
whenever I look at it, it's just like "What am 
I doing with my life?" I don't care so much when 
I feel like a girl, but a $250,000 ring isn't gonna 
hold me at night when I feel like a woman. I'm 
sorry if I sound like a bitch but all that Pepsi 
gave me a huge zit and the photo shoot makeup 
girl, i forget her name was like "I don't know if 
I can cover this all the way." Who are these 
people? I gotta go. Sending you big, wet kisses 
and "the other thing". 

B 



March 8, 2002,9:05 a.m. 
From: PinkyT@yahoo.com 
To: IGoesForMine@aol.com 
Subject: Re: Damn! 



PON W0LF80N/L0ND0N FEATURES OPPOSITE, CLOCKWISE FROM LEFT STEVEN TACKEFF/WIRE IMAGE; TONY BARSON/WIRE IMAGE. ANOREA RENAOLT/GLOSE PHOTOS; LESTER COHEN/WiRE IMAGE 



cause he's working on a script about this gay guy 
who goes to space to get changed to not gay. He 
toid us all about it on the jet and it sounds like a 
cool idea and there's a producer who like wants 
us all to be in it and ever since the Elton thing, I 
think this acting shit is like pretty dope so. ..who 
knows, ha ha? Maybe we'll go to the Oscars 
together some day and like, win. Elton won't stop 
calling by the way. And Chris is FREAKING OUT 
cause he shaved his goatee and there was like no 
chin underneath 
so he had to go 
like get goatee 
extensions (thank 
God we're in L.A., 
right?). It's been 
crazy. I'm gonna 
go out tonight and 
dance just blow off 
some steam. Don't 
worry. I'll keep my 
Timbersnake in 
my pants! Peace 
Out. :) (dude, 

I figured it out!!!) J 
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your ring back in a F^Ex envelope and my 
personal assistant steps to me with all these 
clippings about my girl dandng on tables @ 
Manhattan clubs and hanging out with Marcus 
Shankberger or whatever the fuck his name Is. Do 
you know what the press is gonna do with this 
shit? My peoples Is PISSED. I got yelled at for like 
45 minutes and shit. The media devils is gonna put 
us on the cover of the Enquirer and try to dig up 
every piece of dirt they can, so If 
this really is the end, just keep that 
mouth shut (I know that's hard 
after like 20 glasses of Cristal) 
about the details, al-ight? That's 
the least you can do. I guess this is 
goodbye, giri. :( 

I'm gonna go out and rebound me 
some bitches right about now. JT 





□ 




March 21, 2002, 4:22 a.m. 
From:EastVillageQueenie@yahoo.com 
To: IGoesForMine@aol.com 
Subject: FKISRIEUHdksoajIa 







I March 19, 2002, 9:00 p.m. 

Ir^ • From: PinkyT@yahoo.com 
To: IGoesForMine@aol.com 
Subject: Extremely Cross With You 

Justin, this Isn't Britney. It's Lynne. I'm writing 
because my daughter is much too upset to 
respond to you so I figured out her password 
(I know my daughter, it wasn't hard) and am 
doing her emails for her. Britney has been out 
with Tara Reid for hours now. They told me that 
THEY are getting SPECIAL facials and pedicures 
because they are very upset and I think you 
know why. We were all very shocked to open the 
paper this morning after church and find a photo 
of you with a strange, brunette woman. I feel 
that it is my duty to help her deal with this 
situation in a mature fashion. That said, young 
man, I feel that I must ask: Who the fuck Is she 
and what does she mean to you? 

ALL THE BEST, Lynne 



Jsitin... fuck you. i HAte it when you talk black 
when you're upset.... you sound so stupid.... My 
mom told me that i want to remind you that yOU 
weres the one who stuck your little dick in that 
broonet slut (She DIDNT sAy slut but I am so 
maDDER).... well now you're free so do whatever 
yuo want. I don't care... TarA and me are having a 
blast, i'm never going back to the housth In the 
hills... i'm having some people box up my stuff 
(INCLUDING THE BOOK THE ART OF THE FEMALE 
ORGANISM WHICH IS GONNA COME IN HANDY 
NOW) and send it to New York, and guess what 
else, i met this cute boy named Julian who's in this 
band THe Strokes... and they WRITE THEIR OWN 
SONGS. At RRSST they didn't believe I loved rock 
and rollll like i saNG but then I did "THE OTHER 
THING" to them all and now we're working on 
songs for mynew album, which is gonna totally 
change evetryhing people think about me. B 



'1 

Next Hookup 



WHO SHOULD BSUTNEY AND JUSTIN HOOK UP WITH NEXT? 



BBITNXT SHOULD DATE 



JUSTIN SHOULD DATE 



k Ryan Adams 



Joey, Lance, Chris, or J.C. 



Missy Elliott 



Sp/n Senior Contributing 
Writer Marc Spitz 



March 20, 2002, 10:30 a.m. 

From: IGoesForMine@aol.com 
To: EastVillageQueenie@yahoo.com 
Subject: bye bye bye (skank) 



What the fuck, girl? You change your email 
address? How am I supposed to tell you that 
I never wanna see your face no more? (Ill tell ya 
howl I had to get It from Tara, who was drunk... 

I mean really, really drunk... I used my new acting 
skillz and disguised my voice and told her I was 
MARK MCGRATH and the bitch practically blew me 
through the phone). So this is how it ends. I get 



Dave Navarro 



Disclaimer: These are not actual email exchanges between 
Britney Spears and Justin Timberlake. We made them up 
because we are single and bitter, but you can*t sue us for that 











PORTRAIT: JACK DSBD URNE 



BY WILLIAM VAN METER 



J ack Osbourne is the 1 6-year-old spawn of Ozzy, Prince of Darkness, 
and his ubermanager/wife Sharon. His family, including pink-haired 
sister Kelly, is featured in The Osbournes— MTV's hit reality show that 
is the funniest thing on TV. 



Spin: What did you think 
of the first episode? 

Jack Osbourne: 1 didn't think it 
was that funny, but everyone else 
thought it was hilarious. To me, 
it’s like watching a home video. 

Reduce your family to Real 
World stereotypes (the 
celibate gay guy, the wide* 
eyed Christian, etc.). 

Kelly would be the cutesy, 
angry girl. Dad would be the 
quiet one. Mum would be 
the bossy one. And I’d be the 
angry black guy. 

Did you have ‘friends’* coming 
over just to be on TV? 

Not many knew about the 
cameras at first. But people still 
think there are cameras at the 
house. I'm getting calls like, “Hey, 
we should hang out sometime!” 
I'm like, “Whatever, bye." 



What was the most embar- 
rassing thing your parents 
said about you? 

I was pissed off when Mum 
asked, “Do you think Jack needs 
to go on medication?" 

Are you on medication now? 

Actually, yes, I am. 

Cool! When did you realize that 
other families doni tell one 
another to fuck off all the time? 
Who wrote the book on how to 
be a "normal" family? It’s not 
healthy to keep that stuff blocked 
in. I mean, you don't look at your 
dad and say. “Shiver me timbers!” 
Just tell him to fuck off. 

Anything else you'd like to tell 
Spin readers? 

Stop buyirrg so much shitty music. 

Thafs shady. ■ 



WHO'S BEEN ARRESTED NOW? 

Sebastian Bach 



DN THE TDUR BUS 
WHAT JIMMY 
EAT WORLD ARE 
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Tbe Promise Ring, 

Wood/Water 

Wheat, 

Per Second Per 
Second Per Second 
Every Second 

Juana Molina, 

Segundo 

Lambchop, 

7s a Woman 

Azure Ray, 

November 

Ida, 

The Braille Night 
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In March, former Skid Row front- 
man and VH1 host Sebastian 
Bach wanted to take his 
drink outside a Middletown. New 
Jersey, restaurant. A scuffle 
ensued, which led to Bach's 
arrest for “making terrorist 
threats.” (He allegedly said he'd 
fetch a gun and kill 
the bartender.) He 
also faces several 
marijuana-related 
charges. “He was 
probably feeling no 
pain,” says town 
policeman Sgt. Joe 
Capriotti of the 
singer, who contin- 
ued his disruptive 
behavior en route to 
the station. "Normally 
they would bring him 



to a report area, but he was so 
obnoxious they put him right in 
the cell.” In a statement, Bach 
called the incident “unfortunate” 
and said, “I look forward to pro- 
ceeding with this matter in a legal 
setting, where the truth will 
become known.” caryn ganz 




C CThose poor girts. They're being marketed 
like pom stars. I don't n>ean to sourul like a 
fuddy^uddy, but the images are pretty sleazy. 
Where do you go after you’ve been 19 and 



you’ve stuck your crotch on a camera lens In 
front of 20,000 people? 3 3 —Sheryl Crow 




(on Britiwy 

Spears arvd 

Christina 

Aguilera. 

Nice booty 

shorts, 

Sheryl) 
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^FM ONLINE; xfm.co.uk/theremix 



M ichael Jackson vs. Aphex Twin. Whitney 
Houston vs. Kraftwerk. These aren’t rock- 
critic dream matchups for Celebrity Boxing— 
they’re "bootlegs,” underground recordings 
that pair vocal tracks from one song with 
music from another. They're also a goofy 
phenomenon in the U.K., one bom of American 
tumtablism, perfected in London bedsits, and, 
thanks to MP3s, downloaded all over the 
world. "Bootlegs breathe new life into songs 
you might know and add a twist," says London 
radio DJ James Hyman. 

The most infamous bootlegger thus far is 
mild-mannered Londoner Roy Holland, a.k.a. 
the Freelance Hellraiser, who wed Christina 
Aguilera’s "Genie in a Bottle” vocal to the 
Strokes’ “Hard to Explain" for “A Stroke of 
Genius.” Holland submitted the track (which he 
recorded while drunk) to Hyman's influential 
weekly bootleg show The Remix. Five days 
later Holland received his first bootlegger blue 
ribbon: a cease-and-desist order from Warner 
Chapell music. "I'm not making any money off 
this,” he says, “so I can sleep easy." 

Though DJs have spun bootlegs in British 
clubs for years, the trend recently exploded 
through the Internet. “I'm reviewed in 
Seattle,” says Holland. "I get emails from 
Brazil. It's creeping all over the place." Last 
year, after Kurtis Rush (a.k.a. club promoter 
Erol Alkan) paired Missy Elliott's rap from 
“Get Ur Freak On" with George Michael's 
campy "Faith,” Michael's management called 



saying that the singer loved the boot- 
leg and wanted to give it an official 
release. Elliott’s manager says the 
rapper is a huge fan of Michael’s and 
that she cleared the sample in 
February. At press time, however, the 
bootleg had still not been released. 

"I've gotten interest from record labels and 
declined them all," says Alkan, who now con- 
siders bootlegs too "mainstream." 
However, Richard X (a.k.a. Girls on 
Top) has signed to Virgin UK and has 
reworked one of his bootlegs (Adina 
Howard vs. Gary Numan) as “Freak 
Like Me," the new official single for 
Brit girl group Sugababes, using their vocals. 
Kylie Minogue outdid her many illegal imita- 
tors by performing her own lyrics over a New 
Order track live at this year's Brit Awards. 

Despite the faddishness of the scene, its 
heart remains charmingly DIY. Last November, 
15-year-old Web savant Daniel Sheldon 
started Boom Selection, which, thanks to thou- 
sands of hits and downloads a day, has 
become a global resource for news and boot- 
leg MP3s. Sheldon receives regular shoutouts 
at London’s jam-packed “King of the Boots" 
club night— an event he can’t attend because 
he has school in the morning. “The idea of not 
having strict rules about what a song should 
be will progress," Sheldon says. “You experi- 
ment, mix genres, have fun. Which, really, is 
what music is all about." anoy qreenwald 
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Before the shoot. 

Art Karamlan, 

David Hakopyan, 
Sammy J. Watson, and 
Andy Khachaturian 
(clockwise from left) 
practiced their 
“intense" looks on 
their bus driver, Fred 



Brainigc art-metal thrashers get into the groc^ve 

T heir fren^ic video for “Shhh...(Hope Diggy)” is all over Pennywise 

MTV 2 , and they signed to DreamWorks before they On Apex's neV 
ever gigged outside of Los Angeles, but it hasn't always Co. play rock 
been easy for edgy nii metalers the Apex Theory. Last getting bogg( 
year on the Vans Warped Tour, they played their set whining, or sl< 
and no one watched them! “In Las Vegas, we went on at fellow Armen 
the same time as Pennywise," says bassist David Down. Khacha 
Hakopyan (formative rock bands: the Police. Uriah 9hare a sensib 
Heep), “and our friends were the only ones there." stresses that 



Pennywise fans don't know what they’re nrtissino.' 
On Apex's neW album, Topsy‘Turvy, Khachaturian and 
Co. play rock that’s got a sense of purpose without 
getting bogged down in slushy guitars, dear-diary 
whining, or sloganeering. Just don't compare ’em to 
fellow Armenian-American thrashers System of a 
Down. Khachaturian allows that the two bands might 
9hare a sensibility— both play cerebral, arty metal— but 
stresses that any similarities are skin-deep. “When 



Singer Andy Khachaturian (formative rock bands: Asia, think of System," he says, “I think brown, black, 
Uriah Heep) begins to disagree, but Hakopyan cuts him *-^^nd purple. When I think about us, it’s blue, green, and 
off: “Dude, the T-shirt merchants were closing upP ^ yellow." Got it! andrew beauion 
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36 city. 44 highway' And that incredible feeling of beating the system. The Civic. 



(Rhonda. 
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BANDS TD WATCH 



JOHN MAYER 

The folk-rocker who's 
got Dove Matthews nervous 

J ohn Mayer is an Oxy-fresh 24-year-old 
who just might inherit the title of Most 
Frat-Friendly Pop Star from Dave Matthews. 
At shows, his fans speed-dial friends and hold 
up their cell phones when Mayer performs his 
slyly carnal upcoming single “Your Body Is a 
Wonderland." And Mayer's new pal Elton John 
has anointed him the next big thing. (They 
even had dinner together on Valentine’s 
Day.) Still, the Connecticut native's vision of 
success is pretty lo-fi. “As long as I can buy 
sneakers without my credit card being 
declined, I don't care," he says. 

Soon Mayer won’t have to worry about max- 
ing out his Visa. His buoyant, bluesy pop 
songcraft (an accomplished guitarist, he spent 
a year at Boston's Berklee College of Music), 
subtly suggestive lyrics (sample: “I love the 
shape you take / When crawling toward the 
pillowcase"), and laid-back Everydude pres- 
ence have helped his major-label debut, Room 
for Squares, sell more than 250,000 copies. 
His fans have set up a tape-trading site, and 
Mayer's become a regular on the late-night talk 
show circuit. “I don’t mind making sissy rock," 
he says, defending his lite sound. “I'll rock your 
ass sensitive-style.” hcidi sherman mitchell 




This couch now goes for $6,000 on eBay 



MORE NEW MUSIC TD HEAR NOW 
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BY JEFFREY ROTTER 



Onward Quirky Soldiers (Idol) 
Naming your band after linguist Noam 
Chomsky is a sure way to score some 
grad-school nookie. These Dallas boys 
could land a Fulbright for their hybrid of 
XTC songcraft and Pavement snark. Bang 
your head; stroke your chin. 



k KNDC-TURN’AL 

^ Knocs Landin (Eiektra) 

How to gang-bang in the era of urban rertewal: 
Knoc breaks it down into chilling bullet points. But 
he has a soft side, too. (“Damn, you got a twin? / 
Y'all some Doublemint sisters!") This Dr. Dre pro- 
duction conjures up an LA. that's gut-wrrenching 
as Ice Cube and gut-busting as Chris Tucker. 

k CAITLIN CARY 

^ White You WerenH Looking (Yep Roc) 

“I love you” isn't exactly the most original song- 
vniter line, but former V^iskeytown fiddler Cary 
finds new ways to say it Even the heartfelt ciichte 
feel like they're being sung for the first time. She 
breathes fresh life into soggy old alt-country. 



k PRETTY GIRLS MAKE BRAVES 

^ Good Health (Lookout!) 

Punk gets plenty of mileage out of studied 
stupidity, but this Seattle combo reminds us 
there’s no substitute for smarts and crazy chops. 
Flexing their heads like Fugazi and ranting like 
Bratmobile, they recall a time when punk could 
be both highbrow and fun as hell. 
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AT aplace called 

Filler time 
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THE WHITE STRIPES 



THE DDEDN 
CLEVELAND 
MARCH 23, 2DDZ 



► The way shaggy-haired hipster 
boys stare at Meg White is 
starting to get creepy. Not since 
the early days of Kim Gordon has 
an alt-rock female become so uni- 
laterally perceived as the world's 
most ideal girlfriend. When Meg 
began smashing her cymbals at 
the start of the White Stripes tour- 
opening concert in Cleveland, it 
suddenly felt like the room was 
packed with John Hinckley Jr.'s 
watching Jodie Foster play the 
drums. Certainly, Meg's charisma 
cannot be denied— in front of 850 
fans, she never grimaced and 
didn’t appear to sweat; yet some- 
how her drums sounded like a herd 
of Clydesdales falling from the sky, 
one after another. Clearly, this is a 
band at the apex of its power. The 
White Stripes will never again be 
as cool and as sonically devastat- 
ing as they are right now. 

For anyone unfamiliar with the 
Stripes' familial gimmick, the band 
is made up of Meg and guitarist 
Jack White, supposedly siblings, 
though no one seems to buy that 
story anymore. Jack referred to 
Meg as his sister three times during 
the show and flirted with her only 
twice, but it’s worth noting that their 
fans appear to have grown com- 
pletely uninterested in the true 



nature of that relationship. The 
Whites' amorphous family ties 
were rendered moot by their elec- 
trifying musical collision, most 
notably on “Rated X" (featuring 
Meg's fragile vocals) and the ham- 
mering one-two punch of “Astro" 
and "Jack the Ripper." Those latter 
five minutes are as close as the 
world will ever come to seeing the 
’74 version of Jimmy Page jamming 
with the '69 version of Mo Tucker. 

By reinventing the blues in a 
nonabrasive manner. Jack has 
managed to succeed where Jon 
Spencer fails. On “Death Letter," 
his guitar sounded like it was made 
of plutonium, and even Leadbelly's 
"Boll Weevil" (which Jack inexpli- 
cably introduced with a British 
accent) felt contemporary and 
vaguely commercial. White's 
greatest asset may be his aversion 
to irony; His songs— about getting 
married in cathedrals, walking to 
kindergarten, and guileless com- 
panionship— are performed with 
an almost naive certitude. When 
the Whites cover "Jolene," not only 
are they not making fun of Dolly 
Parton, they're not making fun of 
anybody. It's the Stripes' sincerity 
that keeps their blood so relent- 
lessly red and their soul so charm- 
ingly white. CHUCK KLOSTERMAN 



C<wrlghic(l ma* 



► As invisible hands turned an imaginary radio dial, a riff 
from AC/DC's “Back in Black" began blasting over 
the Roseland's sold-out crowd. Between the static, 
snatches of classics from Led Zeppelin and Guns N' 
Roses followed. The hidden DJ, not satisfied with Axl or 
Angus, ended this search for rock perfection by dropping 
in a snippet of Puddle of Mudd's bombastic radio 
hit “Control" to the thunderous approval of the mostly 
male audience. Their connection to classic rock pedigree 
firmly established, Puddle themselves were suddenly 
revealed under colored lights. Frontman Wesley Reid 
Scantlin greeted the “motherfuckers” in the crowd, and 
the band broke into the Stone Temple Pilots-lifted crank 
of “Out of My Head." 

Aside from guitarist Paul Phillips, who hugged himself 
like Morrissey and swayed in time to the swirling harmon- 
ics of Mudd's all-around best tune, “Blurry,” the band took a 
no-nonsense approach to their stage show. (A novel idea, 
considering their benefactor, Fred Durst, has been known 
to perform in front 
of giant poo-stained 
toilets— puddle of mud 
indeed!) They gamely 
plowed through tracks 
from their platinum 
major label LP Come 
Clean, their influences 
abundantly clear. From 
the Nevermind-hke 
riffing of “Bring Me 
Down" to the eerily 
Cobain-esque vocal 
grate of “I'm the 
Daddy," Mudd faithfully 
served the servants. 

Drummer Greg Up- 
church and bassist 
Douglas Ardito main- 
tained a powerful 
undertow that kept the 
mosh pit roiling all 
night. Otherwise, the 
show was d^j^ vu all 
over again, right up 
to the encore— the 

expected “Control," after which Scantlin hoisted a cold 
one to New York City and unceremoniously made his exit. 
Living up to their name. Puddle of Mudd came off sound- 
ing like a murky reflection of their grittier forebears. They’ve 
rebuilt the basic model of Class of '92 grunge, but they 
seem to be missing the point of "Here we are now / 
Entertain us" entirely, ryan rayhiu 



Millions of servants served: 
Wesiey Reid Scantlin 



PUDDLE DF MUDD 

RDSEUND BALLROOM 
NEW YORK CITY 
MARCH 22, 2002 
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Tl^e summer’s biggest movie is finally here. Begin 




1960s 



EXPOSURE 



O ver the course of 40 years, he’s been 
the star of four cartoons, three '70s live- 
action TV shows, and a monthly comic-book 
franchise (not to mention having had his 
image plastered on ancillary products like 
Colorforms, Underoos, sleeping bags, and 
breakfast cereals). Now he's the star of his 
own movie— this month's Spider-Man, star- 
ring Tobey Maguire. Unless you’re a blind 
Mennonite, you’ve seen the trailer— which 
has given many of us a reason to live. We 
asked the experts to break down Spider-Man’s 
universal appeal— and that of his alter ego, 
Everygeek Peter Parker, andv greenwald 



3. His wtsec-'icl< 

‘Most men kid around; it’s 
a macho symbol not to 
take things too seriously. 
Spider*Man is the one 
superhero who knows he 
can be killed; he’d be 
crazy If he wasn't always 
a little nervous." 



5. Hts s«ns« oi 
responsibility. *He'll 
always fight evil; he 
refused to stop a thief 
once, and that thief 
later killed his beloved 
Uncle Ben.” 



6. Peter's concern lor 
his elderly Aunt May. 
"While web'Slinging, he 
always worries about get- 
ting his aunt’s prescriptions 
filled. That's a lot to have 
on your mindf 



7. Peter'- love lor his 
wile, Mary Jarre. The 
idea of a married super- 
hero is very important to 
me because there are so 
few of them. Just because 
a guy has superpowers 
doesn’t seem to be a valid 
reason for him not to fall 
in love." 



8. Peter's uneasy 
relationship with his 
irascible publisher, 
J. Jonah JomesorL 
"It’s the source of tremen- 
dous humor and irony." 



9. Spider-Man’s 
colorful menagerie 
ol supervillalnous 
enemies, "if he's fighting 
litterbugs or jaywalkers, he 
doesn't have much." True. 



10. Spider-Man’s 
classic sense of style. 
"He never became a hip- 
pie And never a punk or a 
yuppie eitherf 



The panel: 

Stan Le e, 79t SpIder-Man’s 
legendary creator 



Brian Michael Bendis, 

34: The writer in charge of 
updating Spider-Man in the 
Ultimate Spider-Man comic book 
and on this fall's Spider-Man 
cartoon on MTV 



Axel Alonso, 36: Editor of 
the Spider-Man comic books at 
Marvel. Says Spider-Man's popu- 
lar with hip-hop kids "’cause he’s 
not down with the Man" 



Di. Eugene Reiss, 53; 

A psychologist for the New 
York City board of education 



Lee’s 



about 
Spider-Man 
That Should 
Never 
Change 

L The costume, ‘it’s 
one of the most recogniz- 
able icons on the planet 
Earth. They changed it 
once to black, but thank 
goodness they changed 
It backr 

2. His existential 
torment. "Should he 
be functioning as a crime- 
fighter for the rest of his 
life? Shouldn’t he be 
providing for his wife or 
building a future instead?" 



COURTESY MARVEL COMICS OPPOSITE. CLOCKWISE FROM BOTTOM LEFT; COURTESY MARVEL COMICS (5);B|iiVER£TT 







Peter Parker; 
At-Risk Youth? 

“I spent my teenage years convincing 
myself I had superpowers,” says Ultimate 
Spidar~Man head writer Brian Michael 
Bendis. “And that’s the original story right 
there. All that's different is that kids today 
have an immense amount of complexity 
in their daily lives.” Given that increased 
stress, we began to think: If an orphaned 
16*year«old was making advanced webbing 
fluid in science class and showing up with 
fresh bruises every morning, he'd probably 
be shoved into special ed with plastic s porks 
and a Ritalin prescription. We had Bendis fill 
out a high school psychological evaluation 
test as Peter Parker, and then asked 
Dr. Eugene Reiss, a high school psychologist 
In Peter's home borough, Queens, New York, 
to examine the test— without telling him 
that Peter is also a superhero. Here's 
what the doctor had to say: 

“Peter Parker is a 16-year-old boy who appears to have significant 
difficulty socializing. His fear of peer criticism is most likely a 
projection of his own low self-esteem and tendency to be very self- 
critical. I would suspect that Peter has few friends, is heavily involved 
in scholastic work, and seeks attention from adults. His after-school 
activities are most likely ones that can be done alone. Thus, he may 
read a great deal and be absorbed with computers. 

Peter is a boy who Is at high risk to become a clinically depressed 
adult. In addition, his social isolation and anticipated criticism from 
peers may indicate the development of a more serious personality 
problem such as a schizoid personality structure or the beginning of 
a schizophrenic prodrome. 

He may need medication. It would appear that cognitive-behavioral 
therapy may be warranted, as he appears to be depressed and socially 
phobic. In addition, Zoloft, Paxil, or Prozac would be indicated. He does 
not appear to exhibit symptoms of ADHD. 

it is highly likely that Peter will go into a profession or academic 
path that will limit his social interaction. He may become a techie or 
computer expert. College is certainly in the picture. 

In sum, he appears to be a lonely, anxious, depressed, self-critical 
boy who is socially phobic. I would recommend to Peter that he 
receive psychotherapy, and perhaps the appropriate medication 
should be judged after a psychiatric evaluation. 

*lt should be noted that Peter might be faking his answers as he 
endorsed as true the question that Superman is real." 



When Axel 
Alonso became 
editor of Spider- 
Man, he said, 

“When you fuck 
with the main- 
stream, people’s 
eyes bug out.” 

Word. Alonso 
picks the weirdest 
issues that deal with 
Spider-Man’s weirdest 
issues 

1. SPIDEY SEES A SHRINK (me 

AMAZING SPIDBR-MAN NO. 13. JUNE 1964) “Let's 
see, guy dresses up in skintight spandex and 
fights evil? That’ll make him crazy.” 

2. SPIDEY GETS HIT ON- 

BY A MAN! {KTER PARKER: SPIDER-MAN NO. 
22, NOVEMBER 2000) “Almost gives the term 
Team up’ a whole new meaning.” 

3. CRISIS ON CAMPUS! {THE AMAZING 

SPIDER-MAN NO. 68. JANUARY 1 968) 

Spidey addresses the '60s antiwar movement. 
“Spider-Man is like Michael Jordan— he 
doesn't take a political stance. He just wants 
everyone to get along.” 

4. AUNT MAY KNOWS! {THE AMAZING 

SPIDER-MAN NO. 35. NOVEMBER 2001) “It turnS OUt 
Aunt May previously just thought her nephew 
was secretly gay.” 



5. SPIDEY TEAMS UP 
WITH JOHN BELUSHI 

{MARVEL TEAM-UP NO. 74. OCTOBER 
1978) Later, Spidey and Belushi 
were allegedly spotted doing 
speedballs with hookers at the 
Saturday Night Live after-party. 



6. SPIDEY GOES INDIE 

{STARTUNG STORIES: THE MEGALO- 
MANIACAL SPIDER-MAN. AS YET 
UNRELEASEO) Indie comic legend 
Peter Bagge’s (Hate) first super- 
hero story, wherein Peter discov- 
ers Uncle Ben was a drunken, 
whoring lout. Wackiness 
ensues. 



7. “A VERY SPECIAL 
EPISODE” (THE AMAZING 
SPIDER-MAN NOs. 96-98. MAY-JULY 

1971) Peter learns that his good 
buddy Harry Osborn is escaping 
the pressure of being the 
son of the evil Green Goblin by 
dosing on amphetamines. 
Makes sense to us. 



8. SPIDEY TEAMS UP WITH JAY 

LENO (SERIALIZED STORY THIS MAY) 

Spidey and Jay fight crime. Also, sometimes 
they ask people on the street questions like 
“Who’s buried in Grant’s Tomb?" “This could 
very well be ‘worst team-up ever, part 2.’” 






SPIDER-MAN'S 
TDP 8 STRANGEST 
MOMENTS! 






SURROUND 



Atari/Atari 2600/1978 
CONCEPT: Ultra*simple racing 
game. Player 1 is a dot that leaves 
a trail; same for Player 2. But if 
you collide with said trail, you die. 
Like Tron on a budget 
GRAPHICS; What graphics? 

BUT IS IT COMPELLING IN 2002? 

HUGO: ‘The cool thing is the draw- 
ing mode. If people had this now, 
man, it would be hoti You could put 
a screen in your bathroom, and 
every time you go take a shit you 
could see a new picture." 

HALEY: Helpfully manages to delete 
some of Hugo’s picture while 
eating sausage, egg, and cheese 
on a bagel 

WILLIAMS: More interested in hug- 
ging Spin's photographer 
BEN THE SECURITY GUARD: Takes a 
call on his cell in the back of the store 



Japanese vampire high-school games 
BEN THE SECURITY GUARD: Tells Haley 
that he is ‘sorry at every game, n^n"; 
Is unimpressed overall 

Atari/Atari 2600/1961" 

CONCEPT: Gobble dots 
GRAPHICS: Ms. Pac-Man still better 
BUT IS IT COMPELLING IN 2002? 
HALEY: ‘Man, this shit is weak! But 
back d^en it was fucking ingenious." 
HUGO: Reveals that parents spent 
many sleepless nights playing Ms. 
Pac-Man obsessively 
WILLIAMS: Takes call on his cell 
BEN THE SECURITY GUARD: Reads for 
access to a PS2 

Tecmo/Nintendo mi V 

Entertainment System/1 988 
CONCEPT: The best football game 
ever! 14 years ago! 

GRAPHICS; Quaint 
BUT IS IT COMPELLING IN 2002? 
HALEY: ‘I’m more into sports games. 
Madden for PS2 is my favorite.” 

BEN THE SECURITY GUARD: Taunts 
Haley, saying he's ‘the kid all the 
other kids used to practice on" 
HUGO; On his cell, calling other 
stores about Import games 
WILLIAMS: In the back, playing with 
plastic light guns 



Neptunes or as the futuristic 
funk collective N.E.R.D (which 
also includes childhood friend 
Sheldon “Shay" Haiey), Pharrell 
Williams and Chad Hugo are 
the sound of now. Yet when it 
comes to gaming, they go back 
like fat crayons. On a windy 
Wednesday morning, we took all 
three— and their large, jolly secu- 
rity guard Ben— to Manhattan's 
premier classic-videogaming 
store, Multimedia 1 .0. As soon 
as we arrived, the guys began 
tripping over the stash of 
CoiecoVisions, Vectrexes, and 
handheld Burger-Time LCD 
games. “Old games were more 
artistic." says Hugo, who owns 
a PS2 and an Xbox. "It's tike 
music: It’s not life, it’s another 
world." Hugo left the store 
with $450 worth of obscure 
equipment, including a Japanese 
"DJ battle" game. Williams 

left first. ANDY GREENWALD 



Atari/Atari 2600/1982 — 

CONCEPT: One of the first, but not 
last, horrible movie-based games 
GRAPHICS: E.T. looks about right, 
but the evil scientist wears a 
sombrero 

BUT IS IT COMPEUING IN 2002? 
HUGO:‘The movie just got rereleased, 
so this might be a hit again." 

HALEY: Shakes his head in awe at 
Hugo's impressive skills 
WILLIAMS: Leaves to satisfy craving 
for a Frappuccino; demands that 
Galaga be ready when he gets back 
BEN THE SECURITY GUARD: Silently, 
happily finishing off a danish 

Namco/Arcade/1 981 
CONCEPT: Alien ships scroll down, 
you fire up at them 
GRAPHICS: Much improved because 
we played the zippier PlayStation 
version 

BUT IS IT COMPELLING IN 2002? 
WILLIAMS: ‘It’s all Galaga with me. 
Listen: I trip the game. I have the 
arcade game in my house. I’m sick. 
I don't get out until at least 400,000 
points. There is no gan>e better. Shay, 
what the fuck you dcring?" 

HALEY: Losing 

HUGO: Asks the salesclerk about 



1 



Copyrighted material 





vegetarian 







Also; Meet the Strods 



OTVI C create a frenzy,” says 25-year*old DJ/promoter Steve Pestana. 

u I TLl Pestana and Pedro Mena, 26, have expanded the weekly New York City-based 
mod-inspired party Shout! (held at East Village club Bar 13) to Toronto, Miami, Boston, 
Philadelphia, Atlanta, and Denver. (There are also several similar, if less streetwise, parties 
in LA) To a soundtrack of obscure northern soul, psychedelia, and 70s funk, the new— all 
right, new new— mods (plus dandies and punks) with their Vespas, vintage pinstriped suits, 
shag haircuts, and Mary Quant-style minidresses have helped resexualize rock’n’roll. 
Punk icon Joe Strummer, Chloe Sevigny, and Moby have all wiped off sweat here. Back 
in '97, members of tt^e Strokes began piecing together their now-ubiquitous look at Shout! 
while classic ’60s movies like Chelsea Girls and Sympathy for the Devil flickered on Bar 
13’s monitors. In fact, by combining Strokes-ian skank with David Bailey-muse clean- 
liness, the Shout!-goers have given rise to a new fashion subgenre: “The Strods." Whether 
you know it or not, Shout! has changed your life. . . or at least your wardrobe, marc spitz 



Clockwise from 
top left: Christopher 
Martino and Crystal 
Gerard; Martino 
and Amy Van Horn; 
Alex Dobbs: Debbie 
Kuster; red boots; 
Simon James 
and Nicolette Marline; 
DJ Steve Pestana: 
the dance floor 
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MEAD: NOT JUST FDR VALKYRIES ANYMORE 

Ridiculous mood-altering beverage alert! 



FTp Microbreweiies, wine bars, sake bars, and oxygen bars have all been abandoned by scenesters look- 
C I Ui ing for the next buzz. What could possibly be left, you ask? Mead, an ancient winelike drink. “It 
crosses all boundaries," says winery owner John Bargetto. “We sell to medieval fairs, the Haight-Ashbury 
district— even ski resorts." Varieties range from Bargetto’s popular Chaucer’s (the Budweiser of mead) to 
award-winning blends like White Winter. Mead's last "golden age” was a thousand years ago, when it was 
mentioned in the tenth-century epic poem Beowulf. Medieval knights heated their brew, and Norsemen 
believed it to be a gift from the gods. “That's because it leads to debauchery," says 28-year-old Freddie 
Martin, a veteran of the Renaissance Faire circuit. “It's like there’s a druid in every glass." jay michaelson 
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Introducing new 2-in-l protection— POWER STRIPE" 
irom Gillette^ Series, If has a unique odor control system packed 
into the stripe that delivers stronger and longer odor protection^ 



it' 200? The Gi/lfJte Cocitpony 



'Versus the leading invisible solid 



The Best a fUan Can Get ' 




Ceramic Jesus: 1 
Clear, ratiortal thinking: 0 



GDDIS 

MYJ.V. 

CD-CAPTAIN 

Definitely more marketable 
than bread and wine 

ryn Jesus saves... the ball? In possibly 
L I Ui the most bizarre thing to happen to 
organized religion since Scientology, the 
Catholic Shopper (catholicshopper.com) 
has introduced inspirational sports statues 
portraying Jesus Christ helping young 
athletes beat the competition. Which raises 
a question: Is it really appropriate for Christ to 
be playing favorites at Little League games? 

How does a 1 2-year-old win against the Son 
of God? It's like, He knows what move you're 
going to make before you do! However, 
the site says that the statues’ aim is simply to 
reinforce the notion of “Jesus ‘as friend'" in 
the eyes of young Catholic athletes. And no 
sport is overlooked: The series of five-inch-tall 
resin statues ($19.95) includes such 
scenarios as Jesus (with a mullet!) intervening 
in an ice hockey game, making a shot 
during a game of basketball, and barrelling 
through a defender in a game of football. 

Most bizarre: The originator of the “turn the 
other cheek" philosophy cheers on two kids 
as they kick the shit out of each other in a 
karate match. What are Catholics to make of 
this new, more aggro Lord and Savior? “It's 
scary Jesus propaganda." says one Catholic 
visitor to the site. “What's next. Virgin Mary 
Pez dispensers?" sarah lewitinn 



EXPRESSWAY TD YR WALL 

Sonic Youth get even more artsy-fartsy 

M Imagine the bedroom of an obsessive teen girl who is heavy into benchmark 
experimental rock group Sonic Youth instead of 'N Sync. That's what the 
Annex gallery in Los Angeles' Chinatown has looked like since the Sonic Matters, 
Sonic KoUaborations exhibit went up in early spring. Most of the objets d'art rock 
were supplied by band members Thurston Moore and Lee Ranaldo. “Rather than 
being precious." says Ranaldo, "our idea was to show the ephemera of 20 years of 
touring." Along with flyers and ticket stubs are rarities like a limited-edition 
version of 1992’s Dirty (the inner sleeve shows two people masturbating). Putting up 
the show was a lo-fi experience. “Thurston took all the vintage flyers.” says cura- 
tor Todd Alden, “and put them up with pushpins." Hardcore. Daniel Chamberlin 
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THE VANS 



WKats Yours Is Mine! 
Arrrrgh! 



THE BANDS 



BAD R0.1Q1ON I: NOFX I: LAqWAQON 
•NEW FOUND qLOR;^ I: NO USE FOR^ NAME 
THUR^AY I; ALI^LINE TR^ OZMA 
S0METO1N<3 COR^^TE THE DAMNED 
•MiqHTY MIQHTY BOSSTONES “MXPX 
R01L Biq FISH I: <300D CHAR^TTE 
FLOqQlN<3 MOLLY I: THE CA^ALTIES 
MOR^N HER^AQE ^ ANTl-FLAq 
HOT WATER^^SIC QJJAR^SHl 
WANTED DEAD ^ the LINE 
AR^AM ^ PEPPER^ 



THE PLAYEH^ 

i R^K^HOR^ • R5^A LOPES 

• S^VE CA^LLER^ JTvnZEAL SIMAO 

X MIK^FR^ZTER^ ■ DANIEL DR^N 

- NEAL h™dRJ[X JAAR^LUTZE 

&JESSE FRISCH AJON COMER^ 

?JAY STE^NSON X AUSTIN SEAHOLM 

' BRIAN WAINWR^HT * MIR^MANCUSO 
' DAVE R^MWELL X SHAWN HIGHLAND 

iBEAUMANELY $ RYAN HANSON 



BOOTY LIST 



Ernie Ball Battle Of The Bands 
R^erse D^care The Pirate Zone 
Warped Tour Treasure Hunt ^ Warped Are T^ 
Fanzine Region ; • LocKcr ChecK In 
Pl^Station<&S Challenge ^ Extreme Drumming 



Check your local listings for details 



^ PlayStation,^ ISRNI 
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RECORDS 
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The most painfully sincere of all the fan films 
available on the Web. With dialogue just one 
step above the kind found in porno, Faith makes 
you feel relieved that at least these people 
aren't into Nazism. 

^ GUTH: "This is a little too 'serious' for me. But 
the acting made me laugh.' 

Womb Wars 

(2002, USA, AT0MFIUvIS.C01i> 



In his book The Hero With a Thousand Faces, 
cultural historian Joseph Campbell pointed to Star 
Wars as our contemporary version of the myth of 
heroic passage shared by all civilizations. Womb 
Wars is the proof: Totally amazing 3-D animation 
turns the fertilization of a female egg by a fleet of 
sperm into the climactic (no pun intended) Death 
Star bombing scene from the original, 
k GUTH: 'WoH'.' I loved this. Definitely one to keep. 
But if no one has ever explained the birds and 
the bees’ to you, you will not find this as funny.* 
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A Question of Faith 

(2001, USJl, inLMS.COM) 
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RATING KEY 



The lightsaber: your trusty phallic rating system 



BETTER THAN 
JAR JAR? 

star Wars: the bastard spawn 

ril y The worse the franchise gets, Ute more we turn to the knockoffs. Here's a guide to 
riLnl the best, wHh commentary by John Guth, who has been waiting in line for Attack of 
the Clones at a Seattle movie theater since January 1 . dave Alexander and gioeon yago 



The Star Wars Holiday Special 

(1978, USJk, BOOTLEG VIDEO) 



The legend: Convirtced that Star Wars was goirtg to 
flop, studio execs forced the cast (Fisher, Hamill, 
Ford, et al.) to do tttis low-budget Christmas tele- 
vision special in which Chewbacca goes AWOL for 
the ambiguously pantheistic annual Wookiee ‘Life 
Day.” With appearances by Chewbacca's family (who 
knew?) as well as Bea Arthur, Art Carney, Diahann 
Carroll, Harvey Korman, and Jefferson Starship. 

) GUTH; *1 fell asleep the first time I watched this. 
The second time, I was drunk with a bunch of 
friends, and it was so much better.” 

Battle Beyond the Stars 

(1980, USA, VIDEO) 



Shad (a prissier Luke) assembles a posse—a gun- 
running cowboy, a lizard, a robot mechanic, a 
mercenary, a buxom Valkyrie, and an alien— to save 
his hippie planet from the evil Sador. Written by 
indie god John Sayles (City of Hope), art-directed 
by James Cameron (7/fam'c), and produced by 
B-movie mogul Roger Corman. 

) GUTH: 'There is more cheese in this film than 
there is in a 1 5-gallon tub of Velveeta." 

Turkish Star Wars 

(1982, TURKEY, VIDEO) 



After crash-landing on an alien planeL two Siegfried 
and Roy look-alikes beat up gladiators, mummies, 
zombies, and robots. Special effects include plenty 
of pilfered Star Wars footage and a giant plywood 
sword. Also: No subtitles! 

) GUTH: 'Give any 14-year-old $20, and he too 
could create a movie of this caliber.” 



Troops 

(1997, USJl, THEFORCE.NET) 



The standard against which all fan films are meas- 
ured uses Cops as its template: Harassing Jawas 
and settling domestic disbjrbarKes between Luke's 
Uncle Owen and Aunt Beru are all in a day's work 
for the officers patrolling the 'ass end of space,” 

) GUTH: 'A personal favorite.” 

Thumb Wars: The Phantom 
Cuticle 

(1999, USA, DVD AND VIDEO) 



We have to admit that there is something hypnotic 
about a cast of opposable digits reenacting Star 
Wars. Four bowls in, it begins to make sense, if only 
for stupid wordplay (e.g. 'Join me on the Nail Side”). 
) GUTH: 'The question here is not how much 
I enjoyed the movie— it’s whether or not It’s worth 
purchasing on DVD. I loved it” 

The Star Dudes Series 

(2000, USA, DUDESTUDIOS.COM) 



Distills episodes IV, V, and VI into a compact, if 
saccharine. 16 minute& Rife with comic understate- 
ment (e.g. 'Dude, I'm your dacT) and simple enough 
for the littlest Star Wars fans to understand. 

) GUTH: 'About ten minutes too long. But dont let 
that stop you from seeing it— it’s well worth it” 
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Wont to win o porty that'll be filmed for o TV commercial? It's simple. Just look 
inside specially marked packages of 7 UP* to see if you're a winner. We'll toke care of 
all the details — like finding a venue that doesn't consider raw meet a decorotion. 



7 UP IS A PROUD SPONSOR OF THE GRAMMY^ AWARDS. 



No pcxctiiK nacoonf Void w>wr pcoNNtod M<«t be tegat US nwetant to od copy ol IM Odic^ RuIbs. wnnor's W snd Ins raont win gvns pws wMe M a to onMr MDt» c*.a<i>.u 
dmioing. tag onto 7up.com a calt 1-S77-34S-3479 or pnm your nanw and cotnptoui maAno adilrest (no PO BcbdD or ■ 3 x 5 card an) send Ut 7 UP. *Win a 7 UP Party on H’ PO. Sox 
Oew UM. >>n SS319 G199 VT tostoantt may erni mturn oosage IJnWl ! reoucst per perwVtnuaalukyoiaaniabon per day. RaquHto rruA Iw posimartial by BOCM12 Wtorers bat wAlMsMwhtajlIprusstiM been mardetl. Came 
3uC^ to completo oibciai luMs How to Per look tnkr specially riartod )«llow capo ol 20s». IxitPes of 7 UP. Out 7 tF & Cherry 7 UP 0( iniids tpKiAiy tna^ 

7 IP cs OM (wd. n setoR marltato. look untor spodaly madtod yeftm ca» U 70-07. txlOe* c« A&W* Itool Seer, and Suniutt* Orange) tor your chance to ww 9 porty <ta tv 

(toe 2(Htf producO. FIrtO Ota words vyMNfR, LOG ONTO 7up COM under your cap and log onto 7up com to toenltiy your prm GOAND PR7E: 0 alter you ve entered your coda onbw toe screen says you win Vw PARTY ON tV. you and 
tOOtrlendswAiMnaGRAIiA1V*part)CQtrtatalewitbat)ig-!icreeit1Vand<ilmod(o*aTV8potloardunngilw?003Grammyt‘AwarcltS’ow {1 grartopit» avsitobta. odds ol winning t Ita.OOOOOOARV SS.OOOIGLCONOAHYPRITE It 
screen iton you win 60XSI SHORTS you Ml win boerihcminilitwgllv trend olcAAinlipuictaeHl Sponsatesanesttwn^tosuOsototol»xMSbasedonaa(atxaiy.<9,SOO,OOOsocondaiYprinsa(abbie.C(]clBo(w«inng ):12ARU Si2] 
flntampoon toctoan you {irveMber ttanFre«2(Hta.Preckctpri«. tag oreo/upamandtoiowttc online todantodontostoKlIaw. Or sertapoktadaiwruenocapnapaitoederrMlcptwto your Bona) 

and dey prune nurMw and toe name of soR drink purchased band pnrrM on a 3 1 S card to 7 UP 'Win a Party on TV wrin toe 7 UP Guy’ PiUu Claims. PO Sox 6355, Qear Lake, MN 5531 9-62S6 All wlmung ganv pieces must be 
reccned and ontrerettoRipiton must occur no later toon 11 '59p.raCST lOaiAUartastAjeatoKnhiationby^xirtoorbehxeawariliagprnes ARnon-wInning game pieces wM be marked *Please Tty Again* Ptt^uiMwlO*i2 weeks 
tor venaceoon and reoeipi ol any pnn. Redaem ?0^. soft dntA ptce at partciMtng local retslore. 7 UP « a ragOtatKl oademark ol Or Peppei/Sevim Up toe. 02002 Dr Pepper /Seven Up. Inc. SUNKtST It a regiSiiereO irademark d 
Sinkst Gnwen inc.. used under Icenae by Or Ptcuer/Seaen U>. >nc. 0200? Surwst Grawem toe. 02002 TMtoui Aademy ol Reooidktg Are and Scunces A&W • a mgstBred irademvh tend under Sesnse 02002 Dr Pepper/Sown Up. Ire 





The Puppet Terror! brain trust: 
Iris Berry, Shawna Kenney, 
and Pleasant Gehman 



MASTERED BY 
PUPPETS 

This is America. There is 
a publication for everyone 



H T Do you think that the eerily self-possessed Sehor Wences 
I gave new, dark meaning to the phrase “talk to the hand"? 
Do you identify with Catherine (“Check!") Keener when John Cusack 
informs her he’s a puppeteer during the first -date scene in Being John 
Malkovich7 Reasant Gehman and Shawna Kenney do. The LA.-based 
writers recently launched Puppet Terror!: The Magazine for Anyone 
Who's Ever Been Terrorized by or Terrorized Others With Puppets. 

“K started as a joke," Gehman explains. “Then, when ) realized that fear 
of puppets was a universal phobia, it became a mission." Puppet 
Terrorl's premiere issue boasts an “interview" with one of the most 
famous puppets of all time, Lamb Chop. There are also features 
like “When Puppets Attack" and a list of the Top 10 puppet terror 
tunes (anything by Meat Puppets ranks). Gehman and Kenney are 
also encouraging readers to share their close encounters with the felt 
ones. For empathy and support, email puppetterror@hotmail.com. 
It's gonna be okayl You're not alone anymore, marc spitz 



\ nesEssiDN / 

Amanda Foreman 

(Meghan on Felicity) 

“Koko the gorilla. She can sign more than a thousand 
words. When she saw footage of the World Trade Center 
attacks, she signed ‘shame.' She loves cats, candy, 
playtime, and TV. Gorillas and other great apes are on 
the verge of extinction, so log onto koko.org to help.* 

The final episode of Felicity (we think Noel totally dies) 
airs May 22 
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CLOCKWISE FROM LEFT: RICH OOLINQER; THE EVERETT COLLECTION 
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MIKE DAMDNE: 

THE SIXTH STROKE? 

Fast Times' plundered cultural icon speaks 




CTP Pop-music history is littered with footnotes, the great could-have-beens whose 
L I u. miserable timing let their peers grab all the glory. Think Fifth Beatle Stu Sutcliffe or 
Sixth Beach Boy David Marks. Pity then Fast Times at Ridgemont High's Mike Damone. 
While lazy journalists have pointed to the Converse and leather-wearing New York 
City punks in Legs McNeil's Please Kill Me as the blueprint for the Strokes' style and 
sound, Ridgemont High's hallway-hustling, ticket-scalping premature ejaculator 
actually deserves the bulk of the credit. He was rocking the steez and copping the 'tude 
nearly two decades before America’s favorite four-car garage band was even capable 
of operating the play button on the VCR. But now that the Strokes’ debut, Is This It, 
has gone gold, Damone wants some royalty points. We channeled the spirit of Mike 
Damone by asking Robert Romanus, the actor who played him in Fast Times, if he would 
comment. He volunteered to do it totally in character, gideon yaco 



EXHIBIT A» The Logo 

Twenty-five seconds into the movie, the title 
Fast Times at Ridgemont High comes ripping 
across the screen. This typeface is similar 
to the Strokes' logo. And just who happens to 
be scampering under those very credits, on his 
way to the Ridgemont mall? Yup, it's Damone. 



DAMONE: “You know, the greats always steal 
from the great. And while I'm flattered by It, 
I’m also a little hurt. I've never been invited to 
a show. And frankly. I'm a little hurt that they 
didn’t come to me as a manager, ’cause I was 
doing that for a while.’’ 

EXHIBIT B^ The Clothes 

Damone’s signature getup; weather-beaten 
Converses, skinny tie, pink Izod, white belt, tight 
blazer, and buttons. Hi. Has anybody seen a 
Strokes photo in the last year? 

DAMONE: “They got the look. It’s the 'I don't 
really give a shit’ look. It's retro. But once 
again, not even a mention! I mean, they never 
really asked me, 'Should we wear this?’ 

I don’t mind them copping my style, ’cause 
I had to find something new. I moved on. 



A man among men: 
the peerless Mike 
Damone, left, and 
the Strokes, far left 



I went back to my roots: Hush Puppies, khaki 
pants, and a nice button-down shirt" 

EXHIBIT The Influences 

Damone's bedroom is postered with a pantheon 
of new wave and punk bands who could easily 
stake a claim to the Strokes' "retro" musical pedi- 
gree: Debbie Harry, the Stones, Elvis Costello. 
DAMONE: “For a while there, people used 
to come up to me and say, 'Hey, aren’t you in 
Strokes?' And I’d say no. It’s the Strokes. 

I gotta say, I really like their music. I mean, 

I feel where they’re coming from in my guts. 

But could I hang a Strokes poster on my wall? 

I don’t think I could anymore." 

EXHIBIT The “Attitude” 

DAMONE IN FAST TIMES: "The attitude dictates 
that you don't care if she comes, stays, lays, 
or prays. 1 mean whatever happens, your toes are 
still tappin'. When you've got that, you've got 
the attitude.” 

JULIAN CASABLANCAS IN LES INROCKUP- 
TIBLES, MARCH: "I just listen to songs without 
caring if the singer is cool or not” 

DAMONE: “Are they the poor man's Mike 
Damone? I think it’s pretty clear. I don’t like 
to blow my own whistle, but I have to say it’s 
my philosophy, which I cultivated through 
many mishaps, trials, and tribulations. The 
attitude. The five-point plan. I'm glad these 
young guys took it up, carry the torch, as it 
were. But listen: I can play the tambourine. 
I’ve been working on my background vocals. 
I’m not asking for any free rides. I'd put in 
one-sixth of my time.” 

EXHIBIT E^ The Soundtrack 

The guitar hook to Tom Petty’s "American Girl" 
plays while the kids toilet-paper Ridgemont High 
(note: This is heard only in copies released after 
1 998, due to rights issues). If it sounds familiar, 
that's because it’s also the bridge to the Strokes' 
"Last Night"— virtually note for note, beat for beat. 
DAMONE: “I thought, ‘Y'know, are you dream- 
ing, Mike?* I played it over and over again. It all 
just started to add up." 

EXHIBIT The Graffiti 

After ‘helping his dad in the garage" instead of 
driving a pregnant Jennifer Jason Leigh to the 
abortion clinic, Damone gets his comeuppance 
when Ridgemont High's furies tag up prick on the 
side of his car. Twenty years later, the Strokes' 
tour bus gets spray-painted with the similarly 
phallic put-down suckin' dicks. 

DAMONE: “I have to say, there is something 
larger going on here. It’s very clear to me: 
These guys stole my life.” 

Next Morrth 

Mark Ratner. "emo” icon? Let the sham compar- 
isons fly! 
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KENTUCKY STRAIGHT 
BOURBON WHISKEY 






TO SOME, HE’S A STRAIGHT-EDGE, TECHNO-VEGAN, CHRISTIAN DJ. TO OTHERS, 
HE’S A PARTY-HOPPING,CHAMPAGNE-SIPPIN’ ROCK STAR. THREE YEARS AFTER 
PLAY TOOK OVER THE WORLD, MOBY HAS A STUNNING NEW ALBUM AND A NEW 
TAKE ON LIFE: EVERYTHING IS COMPLICATED, AND CELEBRITY SORT OF SUCKS 
BY CHRIS NORRIS I PHOTOGRAPHS BY DAVID LaCHAPELLE 
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Moby dream date no. 1 : 
pick up leggy robot, see peep 
show, hate self in morning 
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I t is the end of one of the world’s grandest athletic 
events. Seventy-eight nations have sent their best to this 
wintry city, and now just two champions remain, facing 
each other at last. The hours of practice and the years 
of work all come down to this one final moment. 

Bon Jovi vs. Moby. 

Tonight's closing ceremony for the 2002 Olympic Win- 
ter Games is the sort of all-star, triple-axel extravaganza 
that makes Super Bowl halftime seem austere. Already 
here at Salt Lake City’s Rice-Eccles stadium, a fire-flanked 
Kiss have rocked (on ice!) with former Olympic figure 
skaters Katarina Witt and Kristi Yamaguchi: Harry Con- 
nick Jr. has sung for skating legend Dorothy Hamill; and 
Earth Wind & Fire have jammed with what appeared to be 
the use Trojan Breakdancing Team. And soon, the finale. 
On one side of the stadium, the hair-metal giants from New 
Jersey. On the other, the hairless New Yorker NBC will 
call— much to his chagrin— “king of the techno beats.” 

Right now, Team Moby is warming up in the greenroom. 
Wearing bookish horn-rim glasses, a brown ski cap. and 
the same jeans he's had on for three days, the captain con- 
fers with his five-man rave squad over headgear. His DJ, 
RJ, tries on an inexplicably coveted Olympic Edition beret. 
“Not on mystage you don’t." says Moby. British percus- 
sionist Pablo Cook chooses something furrier and more 
flamboyant. “That’s ’cause I’m a rock star, ain’t I?" Cook 
chides Moby. “Which you know/uck-all about.” 

As if on cue, Christina Aguilera walks by. working the 
unlikely ensemble of black parka and bare midriff. “She’s 
tiny," Moby marvels. Soon after, the die-hard vegan is con- 
fronted by the sight of Willie Nelson in a leather cowboy hat 
and floor-length leather coat, posing for a photo with Marie 
Osmond, who’s wearing a long white fur. The two just missed 
a half-assembled Paul Stanley, who powered by in platform 
boots, full makeup, and a diaphanous white peignoir. 

Such surreal celebrity panoramas aren’t terribly uncom- 
mon in Moby's recent life, which may explain the new 
video for “We Are All Made of Stars," the first single from 
his long-awaited album 18. In the video, Kato Kaelin, Corey 
Feldman, Ron Jeremy, and other louche Hollywood 
denizens are silently observed by Moby, who wears a 
NASA spacesuit in every scene. In fact, Moby seems to be 
playing a very similar role here tonight: an alien at the party, 
watching everyone else have a good time. 

Suddenly, a flustered functionary sweeps over to our 
area and removes some apparent interlopers— including 
two members of Team Moby— from the couch. Then Bon 
Jovi guitarist Richie Sambora enters, in floor-length coat 
with fur collar, cowboy hat, and tinted aviator shades, 
flanked by two statuesque blondes. Then the Jon appears, 
also in tinted shades, and the two take their rightful throne. 

Soon after, Moby leads his band out to play before a 
sUghtly larger audience than usual: three billion people-i.e., 
half the world. He presides over a soaring, pounding, arena- 
sized rave, with orchestra, gospel choir, neon puppets, 
springmounted acrobats, and huge inflated balls that bounce 
from bleacher tops to ice, where they’re kicked into the sky 
by a thousand ecstatic athletes. NBC broadcasts a tenth of it, 
finally cutting from its interviews with the color comment, 
“Hmm, Bon Jovi’s coming on. This should liven things up." 
Later, between sips of bottled water, Moby speaks of the 



spoils of stardom. “What 1 would say to people who haven’t 
experienced this is— you’re not missing a thing," he says. 
“But there are probably people who are much better about 
it than I am. Like, Mark McGrath from Sugar Ray probably 
has the best time in the world. I go out, and I’m introspective 
and feel insecure.” 

THREE YEARS AGO. MOBY’S THIRD ALBUM. PLAY, 
arrived and, like a computer virus, began quietly overtaking 
the civilized world. Although its creator’s nervous- 
looking face wasn’t everywhere, the music’s mix of orches- 
tral sweep, old blues samples, and hip-hop beats soon was. 
And by “everywhere,” don’t just think Stanford dorm and 
Omaha mall. Think Osaka train station. BBC nature show, 
and Latvian snack bar. Moby even composed the Olympic 
ceremony’s closing theme, a medley of songs from 18, a title 
chosen partially because numbers overcome language bar- 
riers, Play having gone gold or platinum in 26 countries. 

In fact, thanks to the strange calculus of youth market- 
ing, by 2000 “Moby" didn't even signify a musician. It was a 
generational brand, official “new music” of the millennium. 
Offering both symphonies for a cardmember’s reverie and 
streety rhythms for cargo-pantsed mayhem, Moby scored an 
epoch. And in so doing, he stepped out from the DJ booth 
and became a very willing, if often perplexing, public figure. 

While he’s been an island of conscientious sound bites 
in a sea of E! Network inanity, Moby has also spent much 
of the last few years in the New York gossip pages— floss- 
ing in shiny suits at awards shows, hanging with Bono and 
David Bowie, briefly dating Natalie Portman and 
Christina Ricci, and attending seemingly every party 
thrown in Manhattan or Los Angeles. As a final bench- 
mark of modern celeb status, he was even grabbed, 
shoved, and verbally abused by Russell Crowe, who 
apparently didn't feel like sharing the public men's room 
of an Australian after-hours club. “He called me an Amer- 
ican!" Moby says. Then, sometime during this giddy run. 
Moby’s home city ushered in another era. 

“Sunday (The Day Before My Birthday)," a ghostly new 
song on 18, contains the following lyric, sampled from 
Sylvia Robinson’s 1973 R&B single “Pillow Talk”: “Sunday 
was a bright day / Yesterday / Dark cloud has come into the 
way." This is exactly what happened last year in Moby’s 
Lower Manhattan neighborhood on the morning of his 36th 
birthday. Moby’s birthday is September 11 

One of his entries on his weblog for that day is succinct: 
“I can’t stop shaking and my apartment smells like smoke. 
What has happened? I don’t know what to say. What has 
happened? Oh god." 

Like many Americans, Moby spent the rest of that day 
freaking out, hugging friends, and drinking. “I did things 
that provided me with an immediate sense of comfort," he 
says. These things also included making music. While 
nearly all the songs that would end up on 18 had already 
been recorded, the process of selecting, mixing, and 
sequencing— a huge part of a DJ’s art— had not been com- 
pleted. Thus, 18 “is not a get-up-and-boogie, happy-time 
party record," says Moby. “The one adjective I keep com- 
ing back to is warm. It’s very melodic, very feminine.” 

The sounds and methodology of 18 are similar to Play’s, 
but they're softer, more reflective. Songs like “In This 



MOBY WAS 
VERBALLY 
ABUSED BY 
RUSSELL 
CROWE, WHO 
DIDN'T FEEL 
LIKE SHARING 
THE MEN'S 
ROOM OF AH 
AUSTRALIAN 
CLUB. "HE 
CALLED MEAN 
AMERICAN!" 
MOBY SAYS. 



Moby dream date 
no. 2: escort anime 
babe to rain forest 
benefit, canoodle 
in public, hate self 
in morning 
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I’m not worthyl: 
Moby envies Dove 
Navarro's natural 
gifts; cold rockin’ it 
at the Olympics 



World" and “One of These Mornings" refract shards of old 
blues and gospel records into pensive elegies. Even his 
attempt at a bouncy new wave song, “We Are All Made of 
Stars," ends up being slightly bittersweet, with the deadpan 
vocal line “no one can stop us now" sounding more fatalis- 
tic than exhortative— possibly because, as Moby explains, 
“it’s mainly about quantum physics." 

You might call Ida chill-out record, if only because that's 
where Moby’s at personally. By now, his fans are familiar 
with their hero’s curious progres- 
sion— from the straight-edge, vegan, 
Christian rave messiah and self- 
described “little idiot" of 1995’s Every- 
thing Is Wrong to the surly neo-punk 
contrarian of ’96’s Animal Rights to 
the Play-era image of a big pimpin’, 
starlet-dating sensitive male with 
the biggest musical IPO in history 
(every song from Play was signed over 
for commercial use). But much like 
the era it accompanied, the age of 
Superstar Moby had more than a 
few burst bubbles. 

Some hours before his Olympic 
performance, Moby sits in a midsize 
trailer outside the stadium, reflecting 
on the collateral damage, such as the 
oft-made charge of hypocrisy. While 
he never made music specifically for 
a commercial, there was a certain 
irony in his appearing on MTV in a 
Minor Threat tee last year, represent- 
ing the most righteously ethical punk 
band while earning royalties from 

Baileys Irish Cream and heading off 
to the Four Seasons after-party. 
Moby— whose “eternal soul" was auc- 
tioned on eBay (for $42)— says he still 
blanches from the occasional flame to his website. 

"They’ll say. 'Moby’s a huge sellout, he licenses his music 
to commercials, he used to be straight-edge, and now he 
drinks,’" Moby recounts. “And I understand why people say 
that. I just don’t agree with them. Before. I saw the world in 
very rigid, black-and-white terms. Now I see it as being 
more ambiguous and complicated." 

This would seem to be a large part of the new Moby, the 
diametric opposite of the preachy ascetic who wrote liner 
notes like “I know tons of people that eat meat, smoke ciga- 
rettes, drive cars, use drugs, etc..." on 1995’s Everything Is 



Wrong. Today, he says he would title that record Everything 
Is Complicated. Although he stayed vegan and Christian, 
he looks back at his most strident proselytizing with abject 
humiliation. “Around 1995 1 realized that, no, I wasn’t ethi- 
cally superior to people, I was just an uptight jerk." 

The journey from uptight jerkdom apparently went far 
beyond embracing humility and on to nightclub trawling, 
high-profile bacchanalia, and lots of nubile arm candy. Of 
course, stark ethical positions often get complicated in 
direct proportion to the amount of money and groupies 
available. The New York Post’s Richard Johnson, who runs 
the paper’s influential gossip page, opined that Moby is, in 
his piquant phrase, “getting more ass than a toilet seat." 

Moby insists otherwise. "I have a lot of female friends." 
he says. “1 think that confuses him." And while he 
acknowledges many high-impact nights on the town, he 
came away from it all with more ennui than notches in his 
belt He calls his new song "Extreme Ways"— with the lines 
“I’ve seen so much and so many places / So many 
heartaches, so many faces / So many dirty things, you 
couldn’t even believe”— a “romanticized biography." “If 
I was to write a truly autobiographical song about rock’n'roll 
degeneracy, it would be much more banal," he says. 

In fact, the excess was underwhelming enough to leave 
Moby craving a different kind of celebrity. “The whole 
thing just makes me want to start a Jack Russell puppy farm 
upstate." he says. He even cites a visit to such a farm as 
one of the happiest moments of his life. “Running around 
the yard with this gaggle of puppies chasing you," he says 
wistfully. “And then you fall down, and they jump all over 
you. Pure, utter bliss." 

This kind of longing may be the more crucial aspect of 
18's melancholy barometer setting. While some looked 
askance at the flip-flops and avid commercialism of this 

alternative-identified artist, most assumed that Moby— in 
all his post-techno, shiny-suited glory- was at least hav- 
ing fun. Instead, he was meeting his version of the 
inevitable crash that faces every successful neurotic: the 
slow-dawning realization that even when sharing cham- 
pagne with P. Diddy, he is still, as he says, “a 36-year-old 
inbred guy with bad posture." 

“That’s definitely a subtext to this whole record," says 
Moby. “The images that fill your life are of beautiful people 
having wonderful times. What personal failings are prevent- 
ing me from experiencing that? I find myself in that situa- 
tion a lot. It’s this weird twisted combination. I’m narcissistic. 
I’m a megalomaniac, but I have very low self-esteem.” 

Moby attributes this, in part, to growing up poor, small, 
and unathletic in wealthy Darien, Connecticut, where he 
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lived with his widowed mom. who died of lung cancer in 
1997. The rest he attributes to a simple lack of T/?L-quality 
physical mojo. In the new song “Signs of Love," he sings, 
“If I were beautiful / If I had the time / They would flock to 
me / And bathe me in the wine." Instead, they usually hug 
him and turn him on to hip vegan restaurants. 

“I've been on tour with some really handsome rock 
stars," he says, naming Incubus’ Brandon Boyd, who toured 
on Moby’s Area:One festival, Dave Navarro, and Bush’s 
Gavin Rossdale. “My conclusion is that there are musicians 
in the world who women want to sleep with, and there are 
musicians in the world who women want to meet. I think 
I definitely fall into the latter category." 

Incubus’ Boyd senses slight humility overkill. “He has a 
healthy, albeit over-the-top, self-deprecation thing going on." 
says Boyd. "Every time we hung out. there’d be girls around, 
and he'd say. ‘Yeah, they don't wanna meet me,' or that they 
were interested in me. It's funny because I felt like they were 
all looking at him. I guess it’s just a matter of perception." 

Moby doesn’t want to appear ungrateful. ‘1 love the fact 
that the people who buy my records tend to be smart and 
open-minded and sensitive,” he says. "There's just a part of 
me that feels inadequate because 1 don't look like Dave 




Navarro. So here it is four in the morning. I’m walking 
home alone, I just spent too much money buying drinks for 
everyone. I’m depressed." He pauses. “And I’ll wonder. 
‘Why am I doing this?’" 

A COUPLE WEEKS LATER. MOBY AND I REGROUP AT A 
smoke-filled East Village bar. The DJ is spinning Brit-tinged 
garage rock, and the studiously unkempt clientele is inspir- 
ing Moby to coin a new game: Spot the Stroke. Every time 
you see a fop aping the New York band’s trendy shag and 
new wave gear you point him out and take a drink— of 
spring water. Moby being back on the wagon for better 
health. There are roughly fifteen Strokes here tonight. 

“I heard a disturbing thing today," Moby says, after spot- 
ting a Stroke. “I was doing an interview with this British 
guy, and apparently one of his best friends is the spitting 
image of me and goes out and tells girls he's me and gets 
them to have sex with him.” 

Well. I ask. if that works for him. why not for you, who 
not only look like Moby but have the same name? 

"Because I'm very shy and very picky." he says. These 
days. Moby watches Behind the Music and E! True Holly- 
wood Story for tips on celebrity survival (easy on the drugs, 
avoid small planes), and his lifestyle is remarkably modest. 
He lives in the same loft (featured on MTV’s Cribs) that he 
bought when Animal Rights was making him look like less 
than a gold mine. He’s opening a teahouse and vegan restau- 
rant called Teany on Manhattan's Lower East Side, to be run 
by his close friend and sometime paramour Kelly Tisdale. 

“Maybe I'm getting a little bit smarter," Moby says, “Look- 
ing for emotional sati.sfaction making dinner with a bunch 
of friends and playing Monopoly, as opposed to going to 
.some trendy nightclub bujing $200 bottles of champagne." 

Still, years spent in the euphoria-seeking techno under- 
ground aro probubly hard to shake. As “Orgasm Addict” 
plays on the house speakers, two young women come by 
our table to pay their respects. One says hi. The other turns 
and lowers her furry white coat to reveal a tan. taut, 
tattooed back. 1 mention an item in today’s New York Post 
gossip column: Moby spotted generously tipping a go-go 
dancer at a nightclub. “What they didn't mention is that it 
was a lesbian go-go bar," says Moby. “I think that makes it a 
lot more redeeming." 

A little later, another Stroke comes by and hands Moby a 
flier for his band's j)erformance. In 20 minutes, he’s back ask- 
ing if Moby’s planning to attend. When Moby says he’ll be 
out of town, the guy asks for the flier back: “Sorry. I ran out." 

Silting here watching such egregious celebrity magnetism, 
I think for a moment that It seems Moby just might be off to 
the puppy farm. But more likely, he’s doomed to play the con- 
flicted. post-alternative, megalomaniacal supernerd who 
makes world-reaching music alone in his bedroom. Which 
is more than enough to make anyone a little insane. 

Not that there isn’t a bright side. “I think what might have 
killed a lot of these successful alternative musicians was 
this sense of enliUement," Moby says. “They started to feel 
like rock stars. 1 feel like if I'm successful and appear on 
TV and sell a lot of records, then I’m just approaching the 
level that everyone else is already at." 

He pauses and makes what sounds like a mental note. 
"When things settle down. I’ll find a good therapist." ■ 
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THE 

NIRVANA 

WARS 

Kurt Cobain left behind a treasure chest of unreleased 
material, which is embroiled in one of the messiest legal 
battles in rock history. Will we ever hear the Nirvana leader’s 
lost music? Courtney Love may hold all the cards 

BY JIM DeROGATIS I ILLUSTRATION BY LARA TOMLIN 




H e pulled the trigger, and the vultures de- 
scended. Kurt Cobain’s 1994 suicide may have 
been one of the saddest days in rock history, but. 
like many tragedies, it was also a field day for 
opportunists. Following his death, .some fans gained access 
to his Lake Washington house, despite the guard Cobain’s 
wife, Courtney Love, had placed at the door. 

“I think stuff got taken." says Eric Erlandson. then the 
guitarist in Love’s band. Hole. To prevent more thievery 
of his dead friend’s possessions. Erlandson rounded up 
everything he could: Cobain's paintings and sculptures; 23 
journals and notebooks: and his guitars, including the pro- 
totype “Jag-Stangs" that Fender made based on his design 
(a cross between a Jaguar and a Mustang). The most cov- 
eted discovery: a box of 109 cassettes. 

Mo.st of the.se tapes capture Nirvana rehearsals or rough 
mixes, but others contain songs that Cobain recorded alone 



on acoustic guitar in his bedroom or taped during basement 
jams with visiting musicians like Erlandson. Hole drummer 
Patty Schemel. and Nirv^ana touring guitarist Pat Smear. 
The majority of this music has never been heard. "I was 
just the person who was together enough to go, i don’t want 
anything to happen to this shit.’ " Erlandson says. "And now 
all of this stuff is getting involved in books and lawsuits." 

As the administrator of Cobain’s estate. Love recently 
signed a four-million-dollar deal to publish her late hus- 
band’s diaries, and she’d like to do a coffee-table book of 
his artwork, as well. The guitars that Erlandson sav’ed sit in 
a secure storage space. As for the tapes, their fate remain.s 
uncertain. Last summer. Love sued Cobain’s former band- 
mates. bassist Krist Novoselic and drummer Dave Grohl. 
She believes she should have the right to steer the group’s 
posthumous career, just as her husband did during his life- 
time. Grohl and Nov'oselic would like to retain a corporate 







history of rock music, no one has left 
d a catalogue of this scope and astonishing 
I, the literalnoly grail of rock.” —Love 



Structure that gives the three parties equal votes, allowing 
them to veto Love if they deem it necessary. 

The dispute has mushroomed into one of the ugliest legal 
battles in rock history, and the fans are the ones suffering. 
The fight derailed a retrospective Nirvana box set that had 
been planned for last fall, and it is blocking the release of 
any new music by the most important band of the ’90s. Love 
knows that fans blame her, and she has a serious public rela- 
tions problem— beyond even her usual headline-making pec- 
cadilloes or her boisterous cnisade for contract reform within 
the recording industry. She’d like to turn public perception 
around, and the tapes are her strongest tool for doing that. 

“COME LISTEN TO HIS SONGS AND WRITE ABOUT WHAT 
you hear," Love urged via email. “These tapes are every- 
thing from collage noise of Kurt’s to acoustic songs, which 
he seemed to frantically write, one a day or more, in the two 
months before he killed himself— almost like a roadmap for 
his immortality. In the history of rock music no one has left 
behind a catalogue of this scope and astonishing depth, 
the literal holy grail of rock— I’m sure he did it on purpose." 

So it is that I find myself sitting in the living room of 
Love’s Spanish-style mansion on one of the toniest blocks 
in Beverly Hills— “rented," she notes. “They tell me I’m 
cash-poor." Cynics might say this is a motivating factor 
behind her lawsuit, but she insists that it’s a matter of prin- 
ciple. “I’m gonna win because they don’t have a case, end 
of story!" she says, sweeping into the room. Novoselic has 
taken to referring to Love in emails as “COURTney," and 
several former allies suggest that she’s become obsessed 
with litigation. But that sends the part-time actress into a 
flight of high dudgeon. 

"Here’s the Shakespearean part I want you to understand; 
There's a dead man!” she rails. “A kid without a dad! There’s 
blood on the walls-^y husband’s! I’m supposed to just walk 
away from that and say it never happened?" 



Love contends that the surviving members of Nirvana 
have bilked the band for personal expenses such as 
Novoselic’s 1999 divorce and legal work for the Foo Fighters’ 
record deal. “But Grohl isn’t the problem— Krist is the prob- 
lem." she says. (Grohl declined to comment for this story.] 
Novoselic befriended Cobain in their native Aberdeen, 
Washington, and stood by his side from 1965 until the end 
of his life. The towering bassist has been the major keeper 
of the Nirvana flame, overseeing posthumous releases such 
as 1996's From the Muddy Banks of the Wishkah, which 
Love calls piece of shlL" Each side contends that the other 
has failed to do right by Cobain’s legacy; each blames the 
other for turning a private business dispute into a well- 
publicized pissing match. Both make some valid points and 
both spread plenty of inflammatory rhetoric. 

“Krist and Dave fucked me!" Love rants. Says Novoselic: 
“Everything Kurt ever had, she has, but she wants that 
deity thing. When this goes to trial, man. this is gonna be 
heavy-duty shit." 

Judge Robert Alsdorf will decide the specific legal 
issues in September, but the case raises a larger philo- 
sophical question, about the very nature of a rock band, 
which will linger much longer. Should Novoselic, who 
helped nurture Cobain’s genius, and Grohl, whose 
monster drumming helped Cobain’s songs explode on 
the world stage, be considered equal partners in all 
decisions regarding Cobain’s music? What exactly was 
“Nirvana": Cobain and his songs, or the unique collabora- 
tion of three talented individuals? 



THE ROOTS OF THE CONFUCT CAN BE TRACED TO THE 
spring of 1992, six months after the release of Nevermind, 
the band’s second album that had, at that point, already sold 
three million copies. Until then, the group divided song- 
writing royalties equally. With massive success. Cobain had 
a sudden change of heart: He threatened to quit if his band- 
mates didn’t up his share to 75 percent for the music and 100 
percent for the lyrics, retroactive to the group’s inception. 

Angry and feeling betrayed. Cobain’s bandmates capit- 
ulated, lest Nirvana cease to exist. The change cost Grohl 



Krist Novoselic is 
totally like, “Oh, 
get over yourself, 
Courtney” 



68 SPIN 



Copyrighled material 



FROM LEFT: GfE KNAEPS/LONDON FEATURES; ALICE WHEELER/RETNA 



FROM TOP: SOREN RUD/CAMERA PRESS/RETNA; WALLY SKALIJ/LA TIMES/RETNA 



and Novoselic millions of dollars, and they blamed Love— 
whom Cobain had married in February 1992— for their 
frontman’s reversal. But Rosemary Carroll, the attorney 
who represented Cobain and Love individually, as well as 
Nirvana as an entity, insists that the initiative was 
Cobain’s. "He knew what he was worth, and he knew he 
deserved all the money,” she says in Charles R. Cross’ 2001 
Cobain biography, Heavier Than Heaven. 

From that point on, Cobain received 91 percent of all 
songwriting royalties. The second biggest chunk, almost 
five percent, went to Chad Channing, who cowrote some 
songs on Nirvana’s 1989 debut, Bleach, and who was one 
of five drummers before Grohl. Novoselic and Grohl got 
less than two percent each, though that included key 
cowriting contributions such as “Smells Like Teen Spirit." 

Nirvana continued to divide profits from merchandise, 
touring, and recording royalties equally; the band filed 
tax returns as a general partnership. But Cobain never 
signed a formal partnership agreement, and he died with- 
out leaving a signed will. 

Left in the band’s wake was a considerable legacy of 
B-sides, compilation tracks, unreleased songs, demos, and 
live recordings such as those compiled on Wishkah and 
1994’s MTV Unplugged in New York. To oversee these 
albums and other projects, Grohl and Novoselic proposed 
the formation of a limited liability company— a partnership 
that gave the two musicians and Love equal votes on all 
band business. Love signed the L.L.C. agreement in 1997, 
nearly four years after Cobain’s death, but she now cites 
several reasons why this was a major mistake. 

For one, Love says the deck was stacked against her. 

Los Angeles music business attorney Jill Berliner repre- 
sented Grohl and Novoselic individually as well as Nirvana, 

L.L.C. Nirvana manager John Silva— whom Cobain had 
come to “hate,” according to the Cross book— managed the 
post-Nirvana careers of both Grohl and Novoselic, in addi- 
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“Come on out for the trial. It will 
be a hell of a lot of fun— a real 
circus!” —Kelly Corr, Novoselic 
and Grohl's lawyer 



tion to Nirvana, L.L.C. Love says the 
interests of Berliner and Silva were in 
benefiting Grohl and Novoselic at the 
expense of the Cobain estate. “Collu- 
sion! Collusion! Collusion!” she howls. 

Love also contends that the L.L.C. 
should have reflected the fact that 
Cobain was the group’s key decision- 
maker and major songwriter, and as his 
representative, her vote should have 
carried more weight than Grohl and 
Novoselic’s. Why did a biz-savvy 
woman enter a deal that wasn’t in her 
best interests? Love maintains that her 
judgment was impaired by her notori- 
ous heroin problem. Finally, she says 
that she got poor advice from her attorney, Carroll, who told 
her that Washington state law would allow the surviving 
band members to force the estate to sell its interest in Nirvana 

if tho parties couldn't reach an agreement. (Attorneys famil- 
iar with the case say that this is true, but no one could have 
forced Love to sell the cop 5 rights for Cobain's songs.) 

To overturn the L.L.C., Love has hired O. Yale Lewis Jr., a 
Washington state lawyer renowned for recovering the rights 
to Jimi Hendrix’s music for the guitarist’s family. “After 
Kurt’s death, people wanted to force Courtney into the 
L.L.C. for all sorts of reasons— for convenience, and maybe to 
control her," Lewis says. He is optimistic that the company 
will eventually be dissolved in court. Not surprisingly, the 
attorney representing Grohl and Novoselic disagrees. 

“What’s really going on is [Love] has her stink with 
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Universal over Hole and she’s using Nirvana as leverage,” 
says Kelly Corr. (Universal is the mega<]orporation that swal- 
lowed Geffen Records, which had been home to both Nir- 
vana and Hole. In 2000, the company sued Hole for breach of 
contract for not delivering all of the albums it owed the label. 
Love Bled a countersuit arguing that, under California law. 
companies cannot tie artists up in contracts that last longer 
than seven years.) Corr has filed motions to examine the 
details of their estate including their prenuptial agreement 
and their daughter Frances Bean's trust fund, and he has 
asked the court to conduct psychological testing of Love. 
“She is a fool if she doesn’t settle with us, because we're going 
to go to court, and we're gonna beat her," he says. “Come on 
out for the trial. It will be a hell of a lot of fun— a real circus!" 

As the lawyers gear up to duke it out before Judge Als- 
dorf, their clients wrestle in the court of public opinion. 
“When Kurt was alive, Nirvana was an equal partnership 
of the three of us," Novoselic and Grohl wrote in a public 
letter to fans, defending the L.L.C. At Love’s request. 
Cobain’s mother, Wendy Frandenburg Cobain O’Connor, 
fired back with a missive of her own. “I know that Nirvana 
was never a partnership of any sort," she wrote. "1 know 
that in the last year of his life, my son despised his band- 
mates and told me many times he no longer wanted to play 
with them or have anything to do with them." 

Love’s lawsuit contends that Nirvana had split up at the 
time of her husband’s death. When I interviewed him in 
the summer of 1993, shortly before the release of In Utero 
and nine months before his death. Cobain seemed happy 
with the state of the group. But he often used the singular 
“I" instead of the plural “Ve" when talking about key deci- 
sions such as choosing the album's second single. 

“I have my heart set on— everybody, the whole band, has 
their heart set on— releasing ‘Scentless Apprentice' after 
‘Heart-Shaped Box,*" he said. “That’s a really good example 
of the direction we’re going in. We actually collaborated on 
that song— it came together in practice, and it was just a totally 
satisfying thing to finally contribute equally to a song, instead 
of me coming up with the basics of the song. For the most 



part, it’s always been like 80 percent my song that I’ve written 
at home and introduced to the band later on in practice." 

Nine years later, I email that quote to Novoselic. 
“(I would have said to Kurt.l ‘What planet did you come 
from, dude?’ he responds. “ ‘We've been working together 
for years, we've been doing stuff like that forever. I’ve got 
publishing on “Teen Spirit" and quite a few other songs!’ 
I don’t know what kind of mood he was in then. He was a 
windmill— he was turning all the time." 

Though all three partners in Nirvana, L.L.C. agreed to 
the plan, it was Novoselic who compiled the 45-track box set 
that was to have been issued in the fall of 2001, commemo- 
rating the tenth anniversary of Nevermind. When Love filed 
suit, fudge Alsdorf granted an injunction against issuing any 
new Nirvana material until the case is resolved. In less 
heated moments, Novoselic and Love both express a desire 
to settle and get on with the business of releasing Cobain’s 
music. “It should have been done six months ago," Love says. 
Adds Novoselic: “We could work out a deal with Courtney. 
I'm always willing to work out anything-I’m easy." 

In fact. Love proposed a settlement in January under 
which she, Grohl, and Novoselic would continue to equally 
share profits from merchandise that bears the likeness of all 
three members and recording royalties from songs they all 
played on. Unanimous agreement would be required on the 
content of new Nirvana releases, and Grohl and Novoselic 
would have veto power over merchandising or licensing 
songs to movies or commercials. However, the estate would 
have the right to release Cobain’s bedroom demos under the 
name Nirvana, and the profits from those would be exclu- 
sive. Love would have sole power to approve a documen- 
tary of Cobain's life (a movie she’s discussed with respected 
producer Jersey Films), and Frances Bean would assume all 
control of the band's future after Grohl and Novoselic die. 
Their attorney never responded to this proposal, and he 
scoffs at the suggestion that it seemed reasonable. 

"Why should we give away any of the powers that we 
have?" Corr asks. “Because she says she was on drugs at the 
time and not capable of signing the contract? Please!" 




“We could work out a de( 
Courtney. I’m always wil 
to work out anything— I’l 

—Novoselic 



WHETHER A SETTLEMENT IS 
reached or the case proceeds to trial, 
it’s unlikely the box set will be released 
in the form envisioned by Novoselic. 
As many fans know, the gem of the set 
was a song called “You Know You’re 
Right" Love maintains that it’s a poten- 
tial hit that would be ‘\vasted" on a 
three-disc box selling for $65 when it 
could spur platinum sales as the bonus 
track on a single-disc greatest hits set 
a la the Beatles' 1 . Even Novoselic now 
admits that she has a point 

I first heard “You Know You’re 
Right" in October 1993, at Chicago’s 
Aragon Ballroom. It was classic Nir- 
vana, hitting with the same impact as 
“Smells Like Teen Spirit” and boast- 
ing a similar structure— a slow, creepy 
verse suddenly exploding into a 
painfully cathartic but undeniably 
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These three guys 
were in a really 
awesome band 
together: Nirvana 
in Holland, 1991 



catchy chorus. Tho studio version that I hear in Love's 
living room is even stronger. Imt her initial offer of 
unfettered access to the 109 cassettes has evaporated. 
She says her lawyers have advised against playing any of 
the solo Cobain songs that Grohl and Novoselic haven't 
heard. “There’s some really melodic stuff and there’s 
some garbage.” Love says. "Some stuff is box set-y, but 
other .stuff, wo don’t want to pass it up. There's stuff dial’s 
too good to bury." 

When !.ove says ■\ve." she's including her boyfriend. Jim 
Barber. A former Geffen A&R executive, he is now her 
manager and her point person in the Hole and Nirvana 
lawsuits. Barber has yet to document the contents of all the 
tapes. “How we pull it together and in exactly what form it 
gets released, it’s loo early to say." he says. ‘We feel like 



we should clean up the busine.ss situation before we go 
into that, because it’s going to be a lot of creative work to 
gel this material in shape, i think there are amazing things, 
and there may be some that are singles, if you salt them in a 
context where they work for people." 

Novoselic is aghast: "Who is this guy, a chef? It’s inter- 
esting that he uses ‘salt’ as a melaphor-lhere are so many 
wounds, big ones." For Novoselic, who often acted as a 
shield between Cobain and the world, protecting his sen- 
sitive childhood friend so that he could pursue his craft. 
Barber’s presumptuous role as a posthumous "producer" 
obviously carries a personal sting. 

The promised grail may or may not exist. Novoselic. for 
his part, remains dubious; “lust from my experience. 1 don’t 
think there’s very much, and if there is. I doubt it’s anything 
releasable." But in I.ove’s living room. I do catch 
an enticing glimpse of what’s at .stake. "Dough. 
Ray, and Me" is often discussed on the Web, but 
only a handful of people have ever heard the 
acoustic demo that Barber plays on his Disc- 
man. The sound quality is sketchy, to say the 
least, but when that gravelly voice wraps itself 
around a typically enchanting melody, the 
effect is compelling. The tune builds to a pow- 
erful climax as Cobain repeats the mantra. 
“Do / Re / Mi," making it seem as if those three 
syllables contain a universe of meanings. 
Deciphering the rest of the lyrics is no easy task 
in two listens, but I’m pretty sure 1 catch the 
lines “If I may / If I might / Wake me up / See 
me.... If 1 may / I’m as cold as ice / I’m willing to 
sacrifice our love / 1 only have / Sue me." As 
with so much else that he left behind, that last 
line is more poignant than ho ever imagined. ■ 



AN EXCLUSIVE LOOK AT THE “LOST” NIRVANA SONGS 





“You Know 
You’re Right” 

In late January 1994, 
Cobain, Novoselic, 
and Grohl entered 
Bob Lang's studio 
in Seattle for their 
final recording 
session. Following 
a long jam, they 
captured this 
powerful tune in 
one take, including 
the gut-wrenching 
vocal^a spooky, 
ambient intro of 
echoed harmonics 
and a fractured 
guitar solo. 



“Skid Marks” 

At the same 
session, the group 
recorded ^is oddly 
funereal, mostly 
instrumental 
lounge-music 
tribute to stained 
underwear (the 
chorus is simply 
the title, shouted 
repeatedly). 
Novoselic and Grohl 
also recorded 
several tunes of 
their own, but 
Cobain apparently 
didn't play on them. 



“Opinion” 

Cobain performed 
this angry, acoustic 
diatribe against 
a sensationallstic 
media live on KAOS- 
FM in Olympia, 
Washington, in 1 990, 
supposedly on 
the night that he 
wrote it. The lyrics 
seem prescient: 
“Congratulations, 
you have won / It's 
a year's subscription 
of bad puns / And it 
makes your story 
our concern / And 
you set it up before 
it burns." 



“Dough, 

Ray, and Me” 

“That’s a beautiful 
song," says 
Novoselic. In 
addition to the solo 
demo. Cobain 
recorded a 
four-track version in 
the basement of 
the house on Lake 
Washington in 
March 1994. Eric 
Erlandson played 
bass, touring 
guitarist Pat Smear 
played guitar, and 
Cobain drummed 
and sang. 



“Verse 

Chorus Verse” 
Also known as 
“Sappy,” this is 
another fabulously 
catchy pop tune. 

A version recorded 
by the band 
appeared unlisted 
on No AUemative, a 
1993 benefit album 
for the Red Hot 
Organization. 

“I actually think that 
with a little mixing, 
it’s a proper single,” 
Jim Barber says. “No 
one’s ever really 
heard that song." 



“Old Age” 

Recorded on a r 
boom box before the 
Nevermind sessions. 
Cobain later gave 
this song to Love for 
Hole, who released 
it on the Beautiful 
Son EP. Cobain also 
appeared on a 
version of Hole’s 
“Asking for It” 
singing backing 
vocals, but it has 
never been released. 
Barber says that he 
has yet to find any 
other songs that 
the couple recorded 
together, i.o. 
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WE WANT WHAT YOU WANT 
WHAT’S BEST FOR YOUR BABY 
WE LIVE WHERE YOU LIVE: 



We know what your car means to you. Everything. That's why your neighborhood State Farm agent 
will always be there with great car insurance and competitive rates. Call us, or visii statefarm.com? 



LIKE A GOOD NEIGHBOR 



STATE FARM IS THERE. 



Stale Farm Mutiml Auiormibilr Irisuftamf Computn • Home OJfite fllrxwijinp.w, Illmns 






SECRETLY 
DIAL UP 
THE PEOPLE 
YOU HATE 
AND MESS 
WITH THEIR 
HEADS? 

WHO HASN’T? 
FROM 

ALEXANDER 
GRAHAM 
BELL TO 
EMINEM, IT’S 
A SHORT 
HISTORY OF 
PRANK 
PHONE CALLS 



BY G. BEATO I ILLUSTRATION BY JOHANNA GOODMAN 



| inpr<)\ isational like jazz and populist like amateur 
porn, prank telephone calls are the Rodney t)an- 
gerfield of art: They get no respect at all. Think 
about it. Graffiti rates fancy museum retrospec- 
tives. Pro wrestling inspires poignant documen- 
taries and highbrow dissertations. But w'hat about the folk 
art of provocation \ia the telephone? It gets nothing. 

Culture makers, however, consistently pay respect. In 
1983, the Beastie Boys used a prank call to a Carvel ice 
cream shop for their first hip-hop track. “Cookie Puss.’ On 
The Simpsons. Bart has practiced the art for more than a 



decade. Howard Stern has done almost as much for prank 
calls as he’s done for lesbian strippers. And Eminem's 
prank calls are Internet favorites. (To hear his freestyle 
gueriUa marketing with a clerk at the record store Fat Beats 
just before the release of The Marshal! Mathers LP. visit 
sandboxaulomatic.com/abstract/emixlplhtml.) 

Still, most record stores confine their prank-call 
inventory to the genre’s sole crossover success, the 
[erky Boys. And though prank CDs are proliferating and 
prank callers use the Internet to distribute their work, 
no equivalent of Ifilm or Atomfilms.com (major com- 



pilers of live-action and animated shorts) has emerged. 

Yet prank calling was ahead of the curve for decades: As 
huge industries grew up around new technologies that 
courted passive consumers (the movie projector, the record 
player, television), prank calling took another new tech- 
nology and turned it into a way for kids to create their own 
interactive universe. In this respect, it foreshadowed 
videogames, mix tapes, and chat rooms. 

But to become a major pop-culture commodity, prank call- 
ing needed just one final ingredient: puppets. And thus was 
bom Crank Yankers, a new Comedy Central show created by 
The Man Show's Jimmy Kimmel, Adam Carolla, and Daniel 
Kellison. “There’s no human beings on it," says Kimmel. “It’s 
just puppets fucking with each other." 



ORIGINAL PRANKSTA 

(early 1960s) 

THE 41 1 : In the beginning, prank calls were good clean fun; 
Kids called the local tobacco shop and asked if they had 
Prince Albert in a can (“You belter let him out!"). Then Jerry 
Lewis had Paramount audio technicians assemble a state- 
of-the-art call-taping system. 

CLASSIC ROUTINE: “Camera Shop" 

PERPETRATOR: Jerry Lewis 

MISE'EN^CInE: Lewis goes Jekyll-and-Hyde on a bewil- 
dered camera clerk named Rudy. 

MONEY SHOT: “You know, if I walk in there, I gotta punch 
someone in the mouth.... I’ll walk in there and break every 
glass in the joint!”— Lewis 



The calls, however, are real— perpetrated by Kimmel. Car- WHERE TO FIND IT: On the Jerry Lewis CD P/ioneyP/ione 
olla, and guests including Denis Leary and Kathy Griffin. The Calls 1959-1972, Sin-Drome (2001) 




Wu-Tang Clan appear as musical guest puppets. 

“We try not to threaten people, but that’s pretty much the 
only rule." says Kimmel. And while basic cable won't permit 
the exhilarating profanity that punctuates most prank calls, 

things won't get too refined. “Sarah Silverman pretends to be 

an oflicial from the Department of Waste," says Kimmel. "She 
tells these people that they’re producing too much waste 
and that they have to limit their shitting to once a day." 



THE CALLS HEARD ’ROUND 
THE WORLD (1975-1976) 

THE 41 1 ; As the WWF proves on a weekly basis, two people 
can scream at each other for only so long before violence 
(and spandex) erupts. But with prank calls, the chance of 
future physical contact is slim, so v'erbal rage can escalate to 
extraordinary levels. The “Tube Bar" pranks capture this 




1933 

AFTER 

PROHIBITION, 
FUTURE 
LEGENDARY 
PRANK VICTIM 



NO snrnNO, 
NO READING. 



WHAT’S 

UP, 

JERKY? 



HISTORIC MOMENTS IN 
PHONE PRANKDOM 



With material like that. Crunk Yankers seems as likely 
” as cTrrything to fill the void left by Jackass' hiatus from TV 
pranktiom. Aud if it's a hit— what then for prank 
calling? Will it finally get the props it deserves? Instead 
,^4»f^iiting to find out. we're honoring its historic 
nd fascinatin^igures now. 
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STEVE ALLEN 
REUASESTWO 
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HIS LATE-NIGHT 



dynamic better than any calls before or since. 

CUSSIC ROUTINE: “Tube Bar” 

PERPETRATORS: John Elmo and Jim Davidson, a.k.a. the 
Bum Bar Bastards 

MISE-EN-SCENE: Like the Ramones, the Bum Bar Bastards 
found a groove and stuck with it, calling 85-year-old bar- 
tender Louis “Red" Deutsch repeat- 
edly and asking to speak with patrons 
like “Al Kickhurass" and “Ben Dover.” 
Red repeated the name out loud to the 
bar, eventually realizing he was being 
pranked. At that point, with a voice 
that sounded like he'd been gargling 
lava every morning for 50 years, he 
unleashed epic blasts of profane fury. 
MONEY SHOT (the best of Red): "You 
wanna kid me. you muddafucka? Lis- 
ten. why don’t you go out and fuck your 
mudda? I’ll cut your fuckin' balls out, 
muddafucka! Listen here, cocksucka! 
I’ll cut your prick off! My name is Red! 
Red! Come on over here, you son of a 
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1965 

UNIVERSAL PICTURES RELEASES 
THE B-MOVIE THRIUER / SAW WHAT 
YOU DID, IN WHICH TWO TEEN 
GIRLS VIOLATE THE CARDINAL 
RULE OF PRANK CALLING: DO NOT 
RANDOMLY DIAL UP A HOMICIDAL 
MANIAC AND SAY. **1 SAW 
WHAT YOU DID, AND I KNOW 
WHO YOU ARE!’* 
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The artists may seem new, 
but the great selection is familiar. 
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bitch! I'll put a few bullets into you, you muddafuckin’ bum! 
You're a muddafucka! Your sister’s a muddafucka! Listen, 
you yellow rat bastard. Come over here and say these things!" 
WHERE TO FIND IT: On the Bum Bar Bastards CD Tube Bar, 
Detonator (1993) 

PRANK CALLERS ANONYMOUS 

(late 1980s) 

THE 41 1 : While all pranksters rely on anonymity, the best 
usually reveal themselves as soon as record deals (even self- 
financed ones) materialize. But some, like the affable, late- 
'80s asshole who took his nom de pranque from Dire Straits 
guitarist/sweatband-wearer Mark Knopfler, remain anony- 
mous. Laid-back and mean-spirited, Knopfler had impressive 
skills, yet no one knows who he was or what became of him. 
CLASSIC ROUTINE: "Amanda White" 

PERPETRATOR: Mark Knopfler 

MISE-EN.SCiNE: Knopfler calls: a man picks up. “No shit, 
man. this bitch will fuck anybody," Knopfler mutters, as if 
he doesn’t know the man is listening. Then he asks for 
Amanda White, adding that he wants to have a few drinks 
with her. Since Amanda is the man's wife, and six months 
pregnant, the man gets a bit steamed. Eventually, he threat- 
ens to shoot Knopfler. Perhaps he did. 

MONEY SHOT: "1 didn’t knock her up. Don’t try to say I got 



a West Hollywood 7-Eleven using a fake Iraqi accent, imper- 
sonating the clerk at another local 7-Eleven. He asks the 
rocker-dude clerk to bring over some H^agen-Dazs because 
his store has run out. The call starts pleasantly, with Jonesy 
complimenting the clerk’s music (“Is that Iron Maiden that 
you listen to in the background? That’s very, very jamming 
music, I must say!”). But when the clerk refuses to deliver 
the ice cream, Jonesy gets increasingly abusive (“All you 
Americans are alike! Fuck you, cocksucker!"). When the 
argument escalates, the rocker dude recruits 7-Eleven cus- 
tomers to battle his phone nemesis. 

MONEY SHOT: Rocker-dude clerk: "Hey, everyone, this 
fucking Armenian dude says he’s gonna burn our whole 
country down!” Customers: "Fuck you!” Jonesy: “(I’m) Iraqi! 
You come to the store with your friends, I kick all your 
asses!" Clerk: “Dude, go back to Armenia or India, or wher- 
ever you’re from!" 

WHERE TO FIND IT: jonesy.info 

AHOY, YOU’RE ON THE AIR! 

(1991) 

THE 41 1 ; Despite the Jerky Boys' pop breakout, the most 
widely heard prankster of all time is undoubtedly Captain 
Janks, the obsessive Howard Stem fan who pioneered the art 
of live pranks on radio and TV shows. When Janks started in 



her pregnant. You try to say some shit like that, you’ll find 
yourself in trouble, partner," —Knopfler 

WHERE TO FIND IT; 

trigonrncords.com/spacetime/prankcal.htm 

COLLECT CALL FROM 
PRANKISTAN (1990) 

THE 41 1 : Foreign accents are a prank staple: If you can’t 



the early ’90s, huge audiences heard him repeatedly and 
annoyingly ask befuddled hosts what they thought of 
Howard Stem. Stem extended the audience even further by 
replaying Janks' calls on his morning radio show. 

CLASSIC ROUTINE: "Jerry Lewis Telethon" 

PERPETRATOR: Captain Janks 

MISE-EN-SCINE: Janks antagonizes original pranksta Jerry 
Lewis in the midst of his muscular dystrophy telethon. 
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1975 

JIM DAVIDSON 
AND JOHN ELMO 
CALL RED 
DEUTSCH AT 
THE TUBE BAR. 

“IS JOE DILDO 
THERE?" 

DAVIDSON ASKS, 
THEN HANGS 
UP.LAnR.THEY 
CALL BACK 
AND RECORD 



ICE CREAM SHOP 
FOR THEIR FIRST HIP440P 



THE TUBE BAR 
AND MOVES TO 
FLORIDA, NEW 
JERSEY APPROVES 
CALLER ID, 
BECOMING THE 
FIRST STATE 
TO OFFER THE 
SERVICE. 



1993 

AFHR DISTRIBUTING THEIR PRANKS 
VIA HOMEMADE CASSETTES, 

AN INDIE LABEL REUASE. AND A 
900 NUMBER, THE JERKY BOYS 
SIGN WITH HME WARNER'S SELECT 
LABEL AND RELEASE THE 
JEQKY BOYS, WHICH SELLS MORE 
THAN A MILLION COPIES. 



KNOWN 
LL- 

NETWORKS) 

INTRODUCES 

REAUUDIO, 

AUOWING 

AMATEUR 

PRANKSTERS TO 

“STREAM" TAPED 

AND DIGITIZED 

CALLS TO A 

WORLDWIDE 

AUDIENCE. 



2002 

CRANK YANKERS 
DEBUTS 
ON COMEDY 
CENTRAL 



think of anything funny to say or do. just call up and speak 

like you're from u faraway land. But occasionally a prankster 
uses an accent for more ambitious means, like exposing the 
xenophobia of geography-challenged 7-Eleven clerks. 

CLASSIC ROUTINE: "7-Eleven" 

PERPETRATOR: Jonesy 

MISE-EN-SCENE: In the shadow of the Gulf War, Jonesy calls 



Initially, he convinces Lewis’ producers that he’s actually 
talk-show geriatric Larry King, using taped sound bites to 
carry on a conversation. Once connected to Lewis, Janks 
speaks in his own voice, and Lewis quickly realizes that 
King is not on the line. Perhaps recalling the days when 
he used to torment store clerks, Lewis doesn’t get too upset. 
MONEY SHOT: Janks: “Hello, Mr. Lewis. What do you 



1983 

THE BEASTIE BOYS USE THEIR 
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RS. 

CRANK CALL 
CLASSICS 
WE FORGOT 
TO INCLUDE 




LUCIUS TATI 
For • small faa, this 
mysterious Texas 
prankster will *^11 
your friends or enemies 
and fuck with ’em 
goodr (luckiatate.com) 

NEIL HAMBURGER 
His classic call Tm in 
Your Band" remains 
the best tutorial on 
how to fill those open 

spots In Limp Bizkit 
Metallica, etc. (ipecac 
xom/discography.php) 

JIM FLORENTINE 
Don't telemarketers 



think of Howard Stern?" Lewis: “I don't think we got Larry 
King. no. I thitik it was a phony. Well, you know, we do this 
show, it's life and death, and it’s important. But you’re 
always going to get a schmuck out there. That’s okay, what 
the hell. It’s what makes the world go ’round." 

WHERE TO FIND IT: On the Captain Janks CD King of the 
Cranks, Ozone (1995) 

CHARACTER IS 
EVERYTHING ( 1993 ) 

THE 411: Queens, New York, natives 
Johnny Brennan and Kamal were the 
Hall & Oates of prank calling. On the 
first Jerky Boys album. Brennan made 
about 85 percent of the calls, and 
about 100 percent of the funny ones. 
When Kamal departed in the late '90s, 
Brennan kept the “group" name. "It 
never meant the actual people any- 
way." he says now. “It meant the char- 
acters who made the calls." And, 
indeed, characters like tough guy 
“Frank Rizzo" and not-so-tough guy 
“Sol Rosenberg" made the Jerkys the 
best-selling prankstas of all time [more than four million 
albums sold). “The calls are just a way to get my characters 
interacting with other people." Brennan says. “That’s what 
people love— not that I’m pranking someone." 

CLASSIC ROUTINE; “Car Salesman" 

PERPETRATOR: The Jerky Boys 

MISE-EN-SCENE: Frank Rizzo explains his sales technique 
to a prospective employer. 

MONEY SHOT: “Bring in a tank, I’ll sell the fucking thing.... 
See. I had problems up there in Middletown. 1 had to get out 

of that nron. I grabbed some guy, he don't know if ho wonts 

to buy. 1 push his face right in the fucking hood. ‘You buy 
this fucking car or I’ll break your fucking head!’ " —Rizzo 
WHERE TO FIND IT: On the CD The Jerky Boys. Select (1993) 

PRANKS UNPLUGGED ( 2000 ) 



pay for their »ms 
simply by being 
telemarKeters? Not 
according to stand-up 
comedian and 
Howard Stem favorite 
Jim Rorandne. 
0lm5ofenttne.com) 

JOHN BEAN/ 

ROY D. MERCER 
Been was a Tennassee 
prankster who died 
young in 1M4, but not 
before recording calls 
that inspired two 
Oklahoma radio DJs to 
creata the Bean knock- 
off *iloy 0. Mercer." 
The Mercer CDs have 
add more than two 
million copies. 
(asswhupper.com; 
roydmercer.com) 



THE 41 1 : Like rapping, prank calling is an aggressive oral 
tradition— so a book of prank-call transcripts seems about 
as satisfying as a porn video minus the sex. But Mike 
Loew's Tough Call: Hard-Hitting Phone Pranks works 
anyway, because his premises are so damn clever. In 
some instances, Loew (a contributing editor at The 
Onion] even elevates the prank call to a form of inves- 
tigative journalism. 

CUSSIC ROUTINE; “Kinky Coeds 1-900 Line" 

PERPETRATOR: Mike Loew 

MISE-EN-SCENE: A 900 phone-sex line promises “college 
coeds." but are tliey legitimate matriculators? 

MONEY SHOT: Loew: “It says college coeds in the ad.... 
I was looking for some help on my term paper." Kinky coed: 
“Oh. you were looking for some help on your term paper. 
I’ll give you some help on your ass." Loew: “On my ass?... I’m 
working on a big term paper on Imperial Russia." Coed; “Oh. 
you’re working on a terra paper on Imperial Russia? Why 
don't I give you a term paper on Imperial Russia’s ass?" 
WHERE TO FIND IT; In the Mike Loew book Tough Call: 
Hard-Hitting Phone Pranks, St. Martin’s Press (2000) 



NEVER HAWK TO STRANGERS 

( 2000 ) 

THE 41 1 : Sure, caller ID had a chilling effect on prank calls. 
But telemarketers call you, so you can’t get charged with 
harassment. Even if you could, what jury would convict? 
For quality in-bound telemarketing pranks, however, you 
need top-notch improv skills (belching and farting count, of 
course). Perhaps the most adept telemarketing prankster, 
Tom Mabe spontaneously riffs on incoming hard-sells, con- 
sistently deploying an uncanny array of sound effects. 
CLASSIC ROUTINE: “Cemetery" 

PERPETRATOR; Tom Mabe 

MISMN.SC£NE: When a chirpy telemarketer (or possibly 
a chirpy robot) calls peddling burial plots, Mabe feigns sui- 
cidal despair. After explaining that he’s lost his job and 
wife, Mabe insists the call is a sign from God that he should 
indeed kill himself. (“You’re the Angel of Death, man.") The 
telemarketer is torn: Should he try to save Mabe’s life or 
close the sale? Mabe ends the call with a gunshot. 

MONEY SHOT: Mabe: “Do you do financing down there?" 
Telemarketer: "Mr. Mabe, you just got done saying you’re 
thinking of taking your life.... Do you have, I don’t know, a 
credit card? Or a checking account?" Mabe; (Sobb/ng) “Hold 
on." Telemarketer: “Let me ask you this— if I got the paper- 
work out to you. say, this afternoon, do you think maybe you 
could hold off [on killing yourself] until tomorrow?" 

WHERE TO FIND IT: On the Tom Mabe CD Revenge on the 
Telemarketers, Virgin (2000) 

THE CUSTOMER IS ALWAYS 
SELF-RIGHTEOUS ( 2001 ) 

THE 41 1 : Who hasn’t gotten frustrated seeking assistance 
from bonehead customer-service reps? RePete, an ingen- 
ious prankster who has recorded under the names Junkyard 
Willie and Touch-Tone Terrorists, has exploited such 
frustration by leasing 800 numbers and directing them all to 
the same phone. His victims: already pissed-off people who 
have dialed the wrong customer-service number. The 
result; some of the funniest prank calls ever. 

CLASSIC ROUTINE: “I Wanna Cancel" 

PERPETRATOR: RePete 

MISE-EN*SC6NE; With very little provocation, a short-fused 
bully who wanted to dispute credit card charges goes off on 
“Vladamir," a slow-talking Russian customer-service agent 
(a.k.a. RePete). Later, the bully turns diplomatic as he com- 
plains about Vladamir’s attitude to a supervisor, the gravel- 
voiced Junkyard Willie (also RePete). When Willie ques- 
tions his decision to cancel, the bully flips and transforms 
into a screaming psycho. 

MONEY SHOT; Bully: “Thank you. Thank you. Thank you. 
Thank you. Thank you. Just fucking let me talk to some- 
one else and shut the fuck up!" Vladamir: “I take sip of my 
coffee first." Bully: "I’m the customer, and you guys are 
telling me that I’m stupid and that you want to leave shit on 
my door!" Supervisor Willie: “What? You just wake up and 
decide you don’t need our service?” Bully: “I wanna can- 
cel! 1 wanna cancel! I wanna cancel! I wanna cancel! 
1 wanna cancel! I wanna cancel!" 

WHERE TO FIND IT: On the CD The Junkyard Willie 
Prank Call Tapes 4: Customer Service Crackpots, Infes- 
tation (2002). ■ 
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“Take any 21 year-old 
red-blooded American 
kid and give him a 
giant dose of fame 
and opportunity. 

And stand back, 
‘cause things are 
going to get weird.” 

Charlie Sheen 

- Revealed"" this month on E! 

O 2002 El Entertainment Television, Inc. All Rights Reserved. 
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JUST LIKE 
STARTING 

OVER 



BACK IN 1993, 

THE BREEDERS WERE 
ALT-ROCK GODS. 
BUT DRUGS, 
BREAKDOWNS, 

AND SISTERLY 
BATTLES BETWEEN 
KIM AND KELLEY 
DEAL KEPT THEM 
OUT OF 

CIRCULATION FOR 
EIGHT YEARS. 

NOW THEY’RE 
BACK. ARE THEY 
BETTER? 



BY CHUCK KLOSTERMAN 
PHOTOGRAPHS 
BY GILLIAN LAUB 
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E l Capiro is typical of bars in East Los Angeles, 
which means it's small and dark and womblike. 
The walls are decorated with Budweiser posters 
and portraits of naked Latina girls. There are only 
four English-language CDs in the jukebox, and one 
of them is by Randy Travis. The selection most often played 
is No. 30-12, a song called “Regalame Esta Noche” by Los 
Tri-O. Normally, this would be unremarkable, except that 
the person who keeps playing it is Kim Deal. 

El Capiro has become the unofficial headquarters for 
Deal’s reborn Breeders. It’s one of few bars in Los Angeles 
that doesn’t seem to enforce no-smoking laws, and it’s 
within walking distance of Kim and her twin Kelley’s new 
apartment. At least technically, the Breeders are now 
California rock. And after falling off the pop radar for tlie 
last half of the 1990s— battling drug habits, career neurosis, 
and, at times, each other— the relentlessly sarcastic Kim and 
her rambunctious sibling are finally ready to unleash 
Title TK [s/cj, the band’s first official album in nine years. 

There is no easy answer for what happened during that 
lost time, and 40-year-old Kim is not exactly willing to offer 
explanations. Her manner can range from coyly sexy to 
vaguely insulting. “When I made Last Splash, everyone 
wanted to ask me what happened to Tanya (Donelly j . Then 
when I did the Amps, everyone wanted to know what hap- 
pened to Kelley," she says. "So. it’s always something.” 



Kim wants to focus on the here and now. so here you go: 
Title TK (journalism slang for “title to come") pretty much 
sounds like what you’d expect, assuming you still remem- 
ber the Breeders 1993 alternative-rock classic Last Splash. 
That album, which boosted its off-the-cuff indie rock with 
an astounding pop sense, catapulted the group into the type 
of platinum success that eluded Kim’s previous band, the 
Pixies. At its best, Title TK has the same casual ferocity as 
Last Splash, cruising somewhere between fast/poppy and 
slow/heavy, despite a tougher, stripped-down sound due 
in part to no-nonsense producer Steve Albini. It seems like 
the reluctant record an underground band makes after an 
unexpected mainstream blowup. Had it come out in 1995, it 
would have added depth to a sound that had become syn- 
onymous with indie ruck's slow muinstroam build. The 

Breeders should have been that rarest of ’90s species, the 
"career act." But something happened along (he way. Actu- 
ally, a whole bunch of things happened, and the band is still 
reeling, nearly a decade later. 



Fully rehabilitated 
and ready to rock: 
the Breeders' 
Kelley Deal, lose 
Medeles, Kim Deal, 
Richard Presley, 
and Mando Lopez 



THIS BEING 2002, SOME REINTRODUCTIONS ARE IN 
order. The Breeders formed in 1989, half-jokingly conceived 
as a quasi-disco side project by Kim (who was hoping to 
escape the tyranny of Pixies frontman Black Francis). 
The original lineup included Throwing Muses co-leader 
Tanya Donelly on guitar, British dream-popper Josephine 
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OLD DEAL 

Five Kim classics 








Rrst splash; the Breeders in 
the alt>rock heyday 

Wiggs on bass, and Slint drummer Britt Walford (credited 
as Shannon Doughton). Donelly soon left to feed the trees 
in Belly, but by then, Kim had taught Kelley enough rudimentary 
riffs to hold it down and join the band. Last Splash hit like 
Ichiro (especially the smash single “Cannonball''). America was 
becoming addicted to the Breeders. 
KeUey, on the other hand, was growing 
addicted to heroin. 

Kelley estimates she spent around 
$70,000 on smack until she was finally 
arrested in 1994, having made the curi- 
ous decision to receive heroin through 
the mail. She was forced into rehab at 
the Hazelden Foundation in Center 
City, Minnesota, and it worked...sort of. 

“I had a dream about heroin last 
night,” she told me in ^96. “I was in a 
bathroom, and 1 was telling people 
1 wanted to be in there alone, but they 
wouldn’t let me. Then I started licking 
the countertop of the bathroom be- 
cause I thought there was heroin on it. 
Isn’t that weird?" 

Things would get weirder. Though 
the Breeders never officially broke up, 
Kim released some tracks-in-progress 
as the Amps in 1995, and Kelley formed 
the Kelley Deal 6000. Around that 
same time, Josephine Wiggs quit the 
Breeders. Kim still doesn’t know why, 
nor does she have any clue what Wiggs 
is currently doing. (“If you ever see her, 
tell her I love her," she says.) Suddenly. 
Kim was bandless, perhaps a tad crazy, 

and reportedly very into drugs herself. 
She began working on a new album 
with an almost neurotic conviction 
reminiscent of the coke-fueled record- 
ing of Steely Dan’s Gaucho. 

“Kim was just very obsessive,” says 
producer Bryce Goggin. with whom 
she recorded in 1997. “We were work- 
ing with the drummer from the Flam- 
ing Lips, and I thought he sounded 
brilliant. But she always thought there 
was a better take. I just felt it was futile 
to find anyone to play to her stan- 
dards. I finally told her to go home and 
practice playing drums." 

Kim Deal returned home to Dayton, 
Ohio, taught herself to become a better- 
than-competent drummer, and after 
some time in Chicago making solo 
tracks with Albini, relocated to New 
York City, where she began the pricey 
process of looking for a band (“Where 
I'm from, you don’t get paid to practice"). One night she made the 
fortuitous decision to hit a Lower East Side bar called Motor City 
for a 2 A.M. cocktail. By chance, members of LA. band Fear were 
playing New York City and had the same idea. 

Deal was completely unfamiliar with the joke-punk stylings 



Pixies 

Surfer Rosa 09 M) 

The Rosetta Stone for 
eariy-’90s alt-rock. 
Thunderously desolate. 
Surfer Rosa features 
Deal’s first great song- 
writing moment, “Gigantic,** a sweet 
yet sorta-evil-sounding tune about 
interracial love. 

The Breeders 

Pod (1990) 

The stark, creepy Pod 
outshines the Pixies’ 
Increasingly space- 
obsessed later albums, 
which alienated any 
fans who'd ever gotten laid. 

The Breeders 

Safari EP (1992) 

Kim enlists sister Kelley 
on guitar (the other appli 
cants must have been 
realty sketchy). The title 
track is their best song 
yet applying the Pixies’ loud, louder, 
loudest dynamics via Kim’s soon-to-be 
signature plugged-in acoustic guitar. 

The Breeders 

Last SplasfHi 993 ) 
America listens to 
“Cannonbairon head- 
phones while waiting in 
line for a smart drink 
at Lollapalooza. The 
single makes the Deals the most 
famous twins In America before those 
fucking Olsens steal their tiaras. 

The Amps 

Pocerd 995) 

Refusing to record as 
the Breeders with no 
original members, Kim 
reworks material wtth 
various Dayton, Ohio, 
homies. Some songs are catchy as hell, 
and beer gets referenced a /of— but 
the murky muskiartship is hit or miss. 
WIUIAM VAN MCTER 
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of Fear, now an enervated version of the band that was once 
the scourge of early-’80s hardcore. She nonetheless invited 
them over to her practice space to jam. The impromptu ses- 
sion lasted until 10 A.M. the next day. Unbeknown to her 
future bandmates, this would become the Breeders' first 
Y2K practice. “That first night we met, Kim said, That's it. 
I'm moving to L.A. to play with you guys,’" says Richard 
Presley, currently serving as the Breeders’ third guitarist. 
Kelley soon followed her sister west. After six years of ten- 
sion. the Deals were going to give it another go. 

Despite the sisters' mercurial past and differences 
in age (the Deal sisters are roughly ten years older than 
their bandmates), the group's construction seems unusu- 
ally organic. As the band shoots pool in El Capiro, singing 
along to Tejano music, they joke and trade rock trivia as if 
they’ve been playing the scene together for years. The only 
awkwardness between them seems to involve alcohol. 
They like to drink, and Kelley can’t. At all. 

“I got clean in ’95, and I was fine for five years,” she says. 
“Then I got back into the rock’n’roll environment, i.e., Kim. 
We hung out all the time, and everyone was smoking pot 
and drinking, and I relapsed again.” 

Kelley went back to rehab in Minnesota in March 2001, 
after jumping straight from sobriety to smoking heroin. The 
sisters seem to disagree on what caused the most recent col- 
lapse and precisely when Kelley started using again, but 
both agroo that the lapse caused KeUey to miss the first eight 
days of recording Title TK with Albini. She classifies this 
time as "my penalty for fucking up." 

It’s difficult to get a grasp on the true nature of Kim and 
Kelley’s relationship. There are moments when they seem 
like the coolest sisters in the world— playful roommates 
chatting enthusiastically about their unilateral love for 
Buffy the Vampire Slayer (they played the show’s theme 
song on their recent tour). Yet something is clearly broken. 
The twins will sometimes sit at the same table and each 
will talk about the other as if she isn’t there. They’ve gone 
on record claiming they “don’t remember" how they recon- 
ciled the problems that pushed them apart for much of the 
late ’90s, which isn’t even a creative attempt at lying. After 
spending a night in a bar with the Breeders. I still don’t feel 
like I know much about them— beyond the fact that Kim gets 
surprisingly competitive when she plays pool. 

Still, any tension that exists within Breedersville is ulti- 
mately diffuse, at least under the muted light of El Capiro. 
There is a rivalry between Kim and Kelley, but it’s the kind of 
rivalry that siblings are supposed to have. It’s quite possible 
that the complex bond between these two women is actuaUy 
the most normal part of their lives. So when “Regalame Esta 
Noche" comes on the juke for its third rotation of the 
evening, Kim and Kelley slow-dance together, giggling like 
two schoolgirls telling secrets on the playground. After aU 
these years, blood is still thicker than Corona. ■ 
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Smashed glass, collapsed 
ceilings, simulated booty 
calls. Nothing could 
stop our journey to find the 
most exciting sounds 
around. From Miami Beach 
yachts to Michigan Knights 
of Columbus halls, we saw 
scores of bands rockin’ away 
the music industry blahs 






Raising the roof in Miami Beach: above, from left, Grandrriaster Rash don't work for free; Daft Punk’s Thomas Bangalter looks for that 
wicked ELO dub plate; Fatboy Slim plays records between complimentary cocktails. Opposite, Felix da Housecat smilin’ and stylin' 




Dan Paul Roberts 

25, Denton, Texas 

'It's (ike L.A., but friendlier. 
Everyone is sparsely clothed, 
which is cool. Chest hair is 
never really something 
I thought I was supposed to 
have, so I bleach it. I also 
admit to using self-tanner.* 



Bo Basic 
24, Denver 

'My hotel maid is slammin'. 
I hope people aren't just 
picking their teeth with my 
business cards." 



Tara King 

21, Staten Island, 

New York 

*1 think it's groovy; no, not 
groovy, hot\ I'm having 
the best time of my fucking 
life. It’s all about you!" 



Joseph “Havana 
Joe” Jenkins 
27, Hollywood, Callfomla 
'The first party I went to 
was in 'Little Haiti,’ and 
a rooster ran up on me right 
when I walked in.* 



WINTER MUSIC 
CONFERENCE 

MARCH n-a? / MIAMI RIACH. FLORIDA 

D aft Punk have traded in their trademark robot masks 
for swinging Euro bathing suits that reveal much 
more than their oft-hidden faces. Recovering from a 
set at Saturday’s Sp/n/Astralwerks beach party, the French 
electronic duo recline poolside at a swanky Miami hotel, 
with beads of sweat glistening on their foreheads. The 
perspiration of a hard day’s work? “This is not even half 
work,” says the group’s Thomas Bangalter. 

Indeed. Each March, Miami Beach’s decadent South 
Beach neighborhood becomes a separatist enclave for the 
Winter Music Conference, the dance-music industry's 
grandiose excuse to “fuckin’ party, dude!" Label chiefs 
scarf E's with Jersey goombahs, clothes are minimal, and 
everyone you meet says he’s a DJ. After 1997— when dance 
music was supposed to break in America— the Miami 
festivities felt increasingly schmoozy. Record deals were 
made with handshakes, labels begged DJs to spin their 
latest tracks, and the lowliest rave promoters talked smack 
on their cell phones. But this year, with the music 
industry in a slump and no commercial trends on the dance- 
music horizon, the conference returned to hedonistic 
abandon. Let’s go down tweekin'l 
The new school electro sound sweeping New York City 
clubs represented at the V/ce/Intemational Deejay Gigolos 
party. Boozy chanteuse Miss Kittin missed her flight, but 
a Traveling Wilburys-style supergroup (the “Sunshine 
Superstars") of German techno legend D) Hell, Canadian 
techno veteran Tiga, and Felix da Housecat sidekick 
Tommie Sunshine performed a set surrounded by sleazy 
strippers simulating a variety of sex acts. Cute! In the crowd 
was Felix himself— undisputed badass of the conference. If 
people weren’t celebrating his Kittenz and Thee Glitz 
album, they were sweating him during his many D) sets. 

By the hotel pools, virtually every big-name DJ with “boy" 
in his name (Fatboy Slim, Bad Boy Bill, Dieselboy, etc.) was 
sunning with his entourage in varying states of Panama 
Jack-slathered greasiness. At the more intimate functions, 
invite-only crowds experienced Grandmaster Flash at the 
Adidas penthouse, and Paul Oakenfold on a yacht. No 
word on how many jumped overboard, but it was rumored 
to be of Titanic proportions, wiluam van meter kk 
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T he closest thing to a “buzz band” at this year’s South 
by Southwest was the Icarus Line, but not for their 
music. At the end of the Los Angeles noise-rockers' 
Friday-night set at Austin’s Hard Rock Cafe, guitarist Aaron 
North smashed a glass case containing one of the late 
Stevie Ray Vaughan's guitars, then attempted to plug the 
guitar ill and play as security bmiirushed the show. *I got 
caught up in the moment,” North later explained. “1 thought 
that if I could free and play Vaughan’s guitar, that would 
be the most rock’n'roll thing their shitty little so-called 
’rock’n'roll’ club had ever seen." 



Angelo De leso II 

25, Portland, Oregon 

“My coltege [radio] station paid 
for it I really wanted to come; 
a lot of my friends are here. I'm 
a music director at KPSU— 
Portland State University." 
Pick hM: "John Vanderslica at 

the Ritz. He owns Tiny 
Telephone, the studio in San 
Francisco. He plays with 
different lineups each time." 



impersonate 
the cast of ER; the 
Moldy Peaches’ 
Kimya Dawson 
freaks out 
Lion King fans 



By the next morning, the Icarus Line were the talk of the 
town. But that may be a measure of how little there was 
to talk about. Registrations at the annual music industry 
confab were down 15 percent from 2001, when Internet 
companies like Listen.com were picking up the bar tabs. 
Schmooze-wise, the industry's recessionary blahs put 
a damper on discussion of Next Big Things and multimil- 
lion-dollar contracts. As a result. South by Southwest 
had an appealingly gimme-indie-rock vibe; the festival’s 
standout acts were Next Medium Things unconcerned 
with breakin’ through (or breakin’ stuff). 

The deadpan British quartet Clinic took their scalpel to 
Krautrock, garage rock, and dub. Proclaiming himself “the 
future of music,” laptopper Gold Chains barked playalistic 
rhymes over clattering acid-house loops. And Brooklyn’s 
the Mendoza Line battled a crummy sound mix by getting 
family-reunion tanked, cranking up. and turning a set of 
lived-in, train-rattle love songs into a noisy group-therapy 
session. Gold medalists in the 100-meter shamble, the Line 
epitomized the conference’s semipro tone. “I just wanna do 
a few more." singer Timothy Bracy pleaded mid-set, “then 
we'll turn it over to the adults. I promise.” alex pappaoemas 




Debbie McDlarmid 

25, Lawrence, Kansas 

‘We've just been drinking 
and lounging around. We've 
seen Holly Golightly, but 
I'm looking forward to the 
Greenhomes— Detroit Rock 
City! I'm a wildland firefighter. 
I do forest fires. I'm not cool, 
because I'm out in the brush 
for six months of the year.” 




Marc Voorhees 

21, Austin, Texas 

‘One of the coolest experi- 
ences I've had was seeing 
They Might Be Giants, then 
Hip Hop Humpday at Mercury 
[Wednesday]. It was a bur>ch 
of nerds and then all these 
B-boys, like opposite ends of 
the spectrum.” 

Pick hit: ‘The best show I’ve 
seen so far is the Shins.” 
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Josh Hooten 

29, Portland, Oregon 

‘The way this test creates a 
structure for indie culture 
is a politicaJ act in and of itself. 
My girlfriend and I have been 
making [vegetarianism is 
FOR lovers] shirts for three 
months. The response 
here has been really, really 
good. People are willing 
to fly the vegetarian flag.* 



Adam Dupaski 

22, North Canton, Ohio 

'It was really cool when 
the guitarist (of Sweep the Leg 
Johnny] went through the 
ceiling, but shrt like that puts a 
damper on the fest for next 
year. Spin the bottle was crazier 
with the referee. Last year, my 
best friend, who's a guy, kissed 
the lead smger of Rainer Maria 
The dude, not the girl.* 



Michigan is for 
punk lovers: 
above, true*school 
troubadour 
Ted Leo, the 
hardest working 
man in indie rock; 
below, Radio 4, 
Brooklyn’s answer 
to that classic 
British band with 
"Four* in its 
name ar>d Marx 
on its sleeve 



T he Wayne Tree Manor, located in a suburban 
netherworld near the Detroit airport, has the musty 
atmosphere of a high school cafeteria. But the 
2,500-plus punk true believers attending the seventh 
Michigan Fest transformed it into an idyllic study hall 
where there's no homework and all the jocks have been 
expelled. A DIY event with no corporate sponsorship, 
Michigan Fest features thirty-plus of the best underground 
bands around and has become a pilgrimage for kids who 
gag at the mention of Warped Tour. The Fest contributes a 
portion of its proceeds to local environmental, domestic 
abuse, and anti-nuke organizations. 

While hardcore punk set the tone in the past, this year a 
greater variety of bands performed. On Friday, Brooklyn’s 
chaotic Liars thrilled and Washington’s wistful Death Cab for 
Cube charmed, but the day belonged to the Dismemberment 
Plan. Ripping through a furious set. the Washington, D.C., 



Imani Wadud 

21, Wooster, Ohio 

'My friends came other years 
and wouldn't stop taking 
about it— this is the first time I've 
ever been. I'm exerted to see 
Ted Leo, Hey Mercedes, and 
Rye Coalition. Michigan Fest 
isn't a high profile thir^. ft's run 
by someone like me. It's all 
positive. And the money isn't 
goirtg into someone's pocket' 



foursome laughed in the face of punk orthodoxy 
(drummer wearing batting gloves: singer quoting Ludacris; 
band knowing how to write bridges). And by the anthemic 
‘TTie Ice of Boston," midway through the set, fans were climb- 
ing onstage to high-five frontman Travis Morrison. Anyone 
who wasn't dancing was berated by sweaty girls gyrating on 
the tabletops in VHGirrARiANiSM is kok lovers T-shirts. 

In the sterile conference room outside the main hall, 
walls were lined with tables of punk zines, T-shirts, but- 
tons, and left-leaning pamphlets. Inside. Chicago avant 
blowhards Sweep the Leg Johnny overwhelmed an early- 
evening Saturday crowd with over-the-top sax solos and a 
guitarist who disappeared into the paneled ceiling, only 
to crash back through, bringing a rotating fan down with 
him. By Sunday, the hall was half-empty; still '90s sur- 
vivors Crooked Fingers (ex- Archers of Loaf] and Ted Leo 
(ex-Chisel) energetically flipped the script via acoustic 
Prince covers and full-on mod mania. 

But the truest expression of punk DfV was found during 
Saturday's game of spectator spin the bottle. With a ref. and 
judges holding up sarcastic signs (toss the salad:; homo- 
erotic:). the game made the chubby hardcore boys who 
tongued girls in jean jackets, then one another, the real stars 
of the fest. "Let's see some hot emo-on-emo action!" some- 
one called out Not even the raucous funk of bicoastal party 
punks !!! (pronounced thik chik chik”) in the main hall could 
get these kids as fired up as the prospect of dry-humping total 
strangers in front of a leering crowd, andy greenwald FF 



i 

! 

i 

I 

i 



90 SPM 



Copyrighted material 






>ji!J itUMJJ '9!MU3 


















H A Harman Intemaaonal Company 



Great J6L sound is heard in recording studios^ concert halls, nightclubs and 
movie theaters around the world. Like House of Blues. Hard Rock Cafe. And 
Loews Cineplex. Great JBL sound is also available in convenient take-home 
sizes. Like the Northridge” Series home theater speakers, perfect for both 
movies and music, www.jbl.com or 1-800-336-4JBL. 









We V feedback! 
Sonic Youth's 
Kim Gordon puts 
rter bass in your 
face. Below, 
from left. Peaches, 
Eddie Vedder, 
and Mike Watt 




ALL TOMORROW’S 
PARTIES 

MARCH 14-17 / LOS ANOELES 




Molly Zackaty 

22, Port Collins, Colorado 
"I came to see Erase Errata 
and Eddie Vedder— my junior 
high crush now fulfilled!” 

Who are these people? 

"Folks here don't care about 
divisions between, like, 
classical and rock. And it's on 
a college campus, so people 
are more motivated about music, 
books, and other stuff too.” 




Matt FIshbeck 
27, Huntington Beach, 
Califomia 

"[I'm here for) Television. 

I wasn't old enough to see 
them at CBGB.” 

What's the vibe? ”1 think 
there's a fever of antictpation.” 
Anticipation of what? 

“The Stooges— we need 
to revisit 1968, and cause a 
need for tear gas.” 



T he University of Califomia at Los Angeles provided a 
number of spaces for the first U.S. edition of the 
British alternative festival All Tomorrow’s Parlies. But 
the biggest shows were at UCLA’s ornate Royce Hall, which 
is more accustomed to string quartets than string>manglers. 
You could see tuxedo>wearing ushers literally put their heads 
in their hands, wondering: “When will the feedback end?" 

Not until Sonic Youth, headliners and curators of 
the four-day festival, were done. Record geeks supreme, 
the New Yorkers have been influenced by everything from 
free jazz to punk rock, and they booked a lineup that neatly 
summed up their sexy, noisy aesthetic. This was a vinyl 
collector's plastic fantastic, with a sprawl of legendary 
groups re-forming. Starry-eyed punk elders Television— 
an influence on New York guitar bands right down to the 
Strokes— tuned up forever and then jammed even longer, 
levitating to the vaulted ceiling. There was Big Star, who 
were emo before emo was cool. And Ron and Scott 
Asheton, Midwestern lardos who looked like Kid Rock’s 
cracker uncles, essaying songs from their original band, 
the Stooges— minus Iggy Pop and including indie-rock 
royalty J Mascis, Mike Watt, and Sonic Youth’s Kim Gordon 
and Thurston Moore. 

But All Tomorrow’s Parties was mostly about the 
fringesters and not-quite-legends. Destroy All Monsters were 
a Detroit band— including contemporary art-world hotshots 
Mike Kelley and Jim Shaw— that few ever heard in their ’70s 
heyday. An astonishing crew of middle-aged brats, they 
wailed parodies of everything from minimalist composer 
Terry Riley to Laurie Anderson’s “O Superman." Other 
discoveries: the hillbilly jazz of Jackie-0 Motherfucker; 
the microtonal drones of Tony Conrad. 

Wherever you looked, acts subverted expectations. Even 
the day’s biggest draw, Eddie Vedder. played down his arena- 
rock mystique, working out an acoustic set of simple, 
half-formed new songs. Later, he returned to stadium mode, 
hurling his ukulele to the floor, stomping it to bits. Ultimately, 
though, the stars kept it weird on the down-low, giving the 
lesser-known weirdos their chances to shine, rj smith ■ 
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Jeans by Quiksllver: 
vintage Vision 
Street Wear shirt 
(tucked in) from 
Resurrection 
Vintage Clothing, 
New York City; 
vintage Vans 
slip-ons from 
Resurrection 
Vintage Clothing. 
Opposite, left, 
vintage T-shirt from 
Filth-Mart. New 
York City; vintage 
Vision Street Wear 
sweatpants; 
sneakers by Vision 
Street Wear. 

Right sweatshirt by 
H&M; jeans by LevTs 




PHOTOGRAPHS BY MATTHIAS CLAMER 
FASHION BY DANIELA JUNG 



94 SPIN 






material 




Copyright: 



material 




Copyrighted material 



GROOMING: KUMI CRAIG. USING KIEHL'S PRODUCTS MODELS: TYE FEASTER; TATO FEUCIANO: BENJAMIN V. RITACCO/CAPTION: 
PAT SMITH SPECIAL THANKS TO STEVE RODRIQUEZ AT 6BURRO SKATE. NEW YORK CITY. AND XRAMPS. BROOKLYN. NEW YORK 
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RIVERS' EDGE 

Weezer make their metal gleam 

By Laura Slnagra 



WEEZER 

Maladroit 

(G«ffen) 

In retrospect, 1 994 just wasn't 
Weezer’s moment. Sure, their 
self-titled debut— which fans 
would eventually dub the "Blue 
Album”— was an instant, bubble- 
grunge smash. But with its tra-la- 
la tuneage, suspiciously stadium- 
ready guitars, and khschy, 

TV Land-inspired Spike Jonze 
videos, "Blue" wasn't even close 
to cool. The band seemed like 
a flaky pie in the growling face of 
grunge, an LA. casting director’s 
idea of goofball-hipness— or 
worse, rock careerists packaged 
in slacker garb. 

So call them Rip van Weezer. 
After the band dropped 1 996's 
poorly received Pinkerton, a con- 
fessional concept album about 
college sex and rock-star discon- 
tent, Rivers Cuomo left the band 
behind, discovered Pet Sounds, 
listened to Vicodin, and popped 
Nirvana. The band rode out the 
'90s on hiatus, snoozed through 
the alternative-rock market crash, 
and woke up on top of the world. 
On the radio, it was suddenly 
okay to be pop, even metal. In 
2001 , antiestablishment brooding 
wasn’t part of the rock-star job 
description anymore; ambition 
was. So when Weezer released 
their so-called “Green Album" in 
2001 , they were welcomed back 
like conquering heroes by a 
broad constituency of emo sad 
sacks, TRL speed-dialers, 2 ind 
nCi metal latchkey kids. 

Minus the menacing lead single 
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REIPIEW^ 

“Hash Pipe," the "Green Album" 
represented a sharp turn toward 
pure popcraft and an apparent 
renunciation of Pinkerton's soul- 
baring anguish. The sweetly wry 
nostalgia for “taking pills and 
mellowing out" was held at a 
cool distance, a sense of full 
self-possession that turned 
particulars into universals and 
girlfriends into “Girtfriend"s. But 
while the portion of Weezer's 
cult that had been waiting for 
Cuomo to take another 
skin-dive into hell was disap- 
pointed to find him keeping his 
darker feelings close to the ski 
vest, “Green" still sold well, and 
Cuomo emerged as rock’s 
hippest couid-be savior, his 
private lust for timeless rock 
anthems suddenly in tune with 
the demands of the marketplace. 

On this year's model, 

Cuomo’s got his arena-mojo 
working even harder. The hooks 
gleam. The guitar tones are hot- 
dog plump. The riffs seethe and 
soothe, like designer pills for 
popping in the nu metal parking 
lot. Finally free to feed the hard- 
rock flame without donning the 
asbestos suit of irony, Cuomo 
has penned the Pinto-rocking 
Van Halen record of his dreams: 
On Maladroit, he hoists those 
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devil horns in the air and waves 
them like he really, rectliy cares. 
The first single, “Dope Nose," 
sweeps a Kiss-tastic verse into 
a rollicking whoa-oh-oh chorus, 
then drops in a breezy Zep-tone 
solo. “Fall Together" channels 
the ghosts of Sabbath past, 
while “Keep Fishin’" breves off a 
welcome “Blue Album" shuffle. 
Of course, there's a cap on the 
chaos—Ma/ac/ro/f has the rough 
edges “Green" lacked, but 
Rivers still keeps the sound 
under his thumb so thoroughly 
you want to take his distortion 
pedals to an empowerment 
seminar. And the only song that 
even winks at vulnerability is the 
languorous power-indie ballad 
“Death and Destruction," which 
finds Rivers quavering, “Every 
time that I call you / You find 
some way to ditch me." 

What Cuomo’s banking on 
now is that control will bring 
the greatest freedom. And he’s 
nothing if not a control freak. 
He’s been the band's sole 
songwriter from Pinkerton on, 
but now he’s also its producer, 
arranger, and manager. 

He’s even acting as his own 
publicist— earlier this year, he 
butted heads with Interscope 
brass after sending advance 
Maladroit tracks out to radio 
programmers himself. Unlike 
most rock auteurs, however, he's 
taken total control of his music 
not to protect the integrity of his 
personal or political statements 
(i la Ani DiFranco or Prince) but 
to protect his right to wear a 
mask, to move toward pure 
universal sentiment without any- 
one bugging him to bug out. 
He's seeking the science of pure 
melodic transport, hoping to 
know like “God Only Knows." 
Pure craft does have its 
moments— the killer “Slave" 
seems to be the kind of break- 
through Cuomo’s looking for, 
a melody so lovely that the lyrics 
are like cars on a roller coaster, 
mere conduits to the thrill. All 
access, all free, no admission. 
When it works this well, it 
seems like Cuomo was made 
for these times after all. ■ 
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KBL YOUNG 

Are You Passionate? 

(Reprise) 

Listening to “Blackie,” Neil 
Young’s 1953 Gibson Les Paul, 
cranked through a Fender Twin 
Reverb amp and fuzzed to 
absolute perfection has become 
the closest rock equivalent to 
being there when violin virtuoso 
Yehudi Menuhin would take the 
“Soil," his priceless 1 8th-century 
Stradivarius, for a ride. Not that 
you’d ever mistake Young for 
a chamber musician; When Neil 
and his friends from Booker T. 
and the MG’s and Crazy Horse 
make like a grizzled, paunchy 
version of the Temptations to 
justify the title “You’re My Girl," 
th^'re making a point. The appeal 
of new Neil Young albums— like 
Are You Passionate?, his 37th— 
has little to do with hearing new 
Neil Young songs and everything 
to do with leaning back into 
your floor speakers and guzzling 
down guitar. 

There’s a cost, though. To get 
the warm fuzzies, you have to 
listen to the man express his 
opinions. Back in the early '80s, 
Young decided that Reagan’s 
cowboy pose beat Carter's 



malaise; now he's gone and 
joined George W.'s War on 
Evil with the rush-recorded 9/1 1 
flag-waver “Let’s Roll": "When 
it tries to hide / You gotta go in 
after it." Yee-haw. Album title 
notwithstanding, there's a 
difference between being 
passionate and being straight-up 
reactionary: When Young starts 
talking, on “When I Hold You in 
My Arms," about how the “older 
generation" needs to speak up 
before gangsta rap takes over, he 
sounds more out of touch than 
William Bennett. 

With ideology this slippery, 
it's up to the sounds to carry 
the record— and they do. Young 
recorded this album as 
something of a soul tribute— MG 
Donald “Duck" Dunn's bouncy 
bass lines evoke antique Top 
40 in a way that's both garishly 
strange and kinda sweet. Soul 
is a classicist form: It sounded 
eternal even when it was brand 
new. Tapping into it helps Young 
emphasize the timelessness 
of his maverick-yet-marketable 
talent. And rhetoric aside, 
this album ought to be popular 
because though Young bills 
himself as "Mr. Disappointment," 
Passionate still delivers a 
primo dose of that million-dollar 
guitar, ericweisbard 



li^SHDT 

Letting Go 

(Reprise) 




Trik Turner 

(RCA) 




Is it too early to talk about the 
nii metal “tradition"? It's been 
a decade since Tool first dropped 
the hammer, five years since 
Limp Bizkit crawled from the South. 
And as time moshes on, a new 
crop of baby bawlers conveys 
forefather status on the stoopid 
and the gifted alike. 

Consider Earshot; Tool are their 
Beatles, their Velvet Underground. 
And while the Los Angeles 
foursome don’t spelunk in prog- 
rock catacombs like Maynard 
James Keenan and company, the 
songs on their debut album Letting 
Go swing from shattered-spirit 
vi^imper to flesh-rending bang like 
rock didn’t exist before Aenima. 
But hey. if you’re going to work 
off a preexisting metal template, 
better Tool's slippery headbanger 
headphone music than the Creed 
catalog. Besides, Earshot throw in 
the kind of welcome pop-metal 
frills Tool were too busy playing 
with puppets to deliver— a make- 
out ballad for the lovers in the 
Ozzfest bleachers ("Wake Up"), 
an “Eleanor Rigby" string quartet 




“Am I really a hash-browns man?" Young, contemplating 
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I SKECHERSI. 

I Skechers USA. 

Skechers Sport, and 
Skechers Collection. 
Cool men's shoes. 
Available at most 
I department stores 

j and specialty athletic 

I shoe stores nation- 

wide or log on to 
www.skechers.com. 






trash 



The singles you need to Kn ow-^nd the 
ones that must be stopped “ 



Kylie Minogue, "Cant Get You out of My Head" 
(Capitol) ResUlent Euro-fabulousness genius synth 
squiggle - elearoclash in supermarket of broken dreams. 
Best Aussie ex-soap-star single smce "Jessie's Girl." 



The Rapture, ' 'House of Jealous Lovers" (DFA 
12 -inch) New York City postpunks blend the supple 
syncopation of ESG with the dissonant guitar dynamics 
of DNA. crafting pure rhythmic TNT. 

Lir Bow Wow, "Take Ya Home" (So So Def) Not 
a pup. not yet a Snoop Dogg. Bow Wow gets pubescent 
on this Neptunes-produced sugar-smackdown. Barely 
legal, hard to explain, and catchy like chicken p>ox. 



download 



Unwritten Low, "Seein’ Red" Cali-punk sob story, | 
Celine Dion’s "Thafs the Way It Is" by way of Bad . 
Reli0on — or no religion, except "don't have much time j 
for sympathy." And click here to purchase. 

Paris, "What Would You Do?" The radical G who 
penned 1992's "Bush KiUa " targets George n. cushioning 
his pitiless antigovemment message (just barely) with 
a velvety R&B hook. I 

Tanto Metro and Devonte, “Give it to Her” { 

(VP) Daft fhink-does-dancehall ode to that good lovin' — j 
which these Jamaican toy-boys squeeze out of their I 
vocoder like blood from a plastic stone. 



Custom, "Hey Mister" (ArtistDirect/BMG) Raspy-voiced | 
rock dude sticks it to the Man by molesting his daughter. | 
who "just likes getting her fuck on." Ewwww. Plus | 
a children's-choir chorus for 25 percent more ickiness! I 



Oasis, "The Hindu Times" (Big Brother import) 
And You Will Know Us by Our Trail of Duds. 



bridge for all the lonely people 
(“We Fall, We Stand"). Still, it 
would be nice if singer Wil Martin 
could do something with the lyrics 
besides peel the wallpaper from 
his cramped studio apartment of 
a psyche. Consisting primarily 
of words like sick, hurt, break, 
and mside, his lyrics flow like 
Magnetic Poetry on a group-home 
fridge. Somebody buy this man a 
proper noun. 

Words are equally problematic 
on Trik Turner's self-titled major- 
label debut. Rewriting Black 
Sheep's early-’90s rap hit “The 
Choice Is Yours" (as “Black 
Sheep”) and name-checking 
A Tribe Called Quest (but rapping 
clumsily), the burly Arizona sextet 
clearly love hip-hop more than they 
understand it. The problem here 
isn't that white dudes can't flow; 
it's that Turner misread hip-hop 
the way countless other Bizkrt- 
blitzkrieg beneficiaries have before 
them, dumping storytelling in favor 
of attitude and platitudes. And yet 
they’re the kind of outfit you want 
to root for— the questing chorus on 
“Existence" gets anthemic on that 
ass like prime P.O.D. The legacy 
Trik Turner really build on is that of 

Staind, who wrote a ton of mook- 

rock grinders before blowing up 



with a disarmingly deep ballad. 
Turner have two— “Friends & 
Family," which nicks its tender lick 
from Love frontman/psychedelic 
casualty Arthur Lee's “Five String 
Serenade," and "Not Like You," 
which builds to the touchingly stiff- 
upper-lipped refrain, “I’ve been 
better, but thank you." If Trik Turner 
ever write a fast one that draws on 
the same humanity these songs 
hint at, they might be on to 
something. If not— well, mediocrity 
is part of the nil metal tradition, 
too. ALEX PAPPADEMAS 
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RAPHAaSAADU 

Instant Vintage 

(Universal) 

Maybe Raphael Saadiq is just too 
unfucked-up for R&B. R. Kelly 
remains the standard for trouble- 
man lovermen: Recasting lust as 
neurosis, Kelly takes the paranoia 
hidden in the grooves of old 
Motown 45s and updates it for a 
sleazier digital era. Saadiq's not 
like that. The former Tony Toni Ton6 
singer has never presented sex as 
a psychic torment or a physical 
torture to inflict upon unsuspecting 
hoochies. Saadiq sings about sex 
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like it’s— get this— fun. 

As singer and trackmaster, 
Saadiq is a creature of nuance. 
When he floats a line like “You’ll 
never have to beg / Me to come 
to bed” atop a gently rolling tuba 
bass line, he’s not merely feeling 
the groove, he's submitting to 
it. This light, lithe neo-soul record 
misses the vocal foreplay/inter- 
play v^ith Dawn Robinson that 
sparked Saadiq's R&B super- 
group Lucy Pearl. And the 
staccato harmonies D'Angelo 
superimposes on “Be Here" 
underscore the relative lack of 
surprise and intensity elsewhere. 
But intensity isn't Saadiq's 
thing— he is too proud to beg. “If 
you’re not with it," he matter-of- 
factly informs one lady he steps 
to, “excuse me," turning polite- 
ness into pickup schtick. 

Not that Saadiq's a goody- 
goody— he’s proposing a little 
light bondage by track 2, and 
he sets several tunes in a 
recognizably violence-plagued 
urban milieu. But even lines like 
“How did you become a victim of 
the streets?" turn so pretty on 
Saadiq's lips that you'd think 
he was asking you to Are up the 
hot tub. Real life ain’t always 
this lovely, and neither is desire- 
just ask R. Kelly's legal team. 
Saadiq's delicate approach 
sacrifices some of the 
empathetic ache that's given 
R&B from Marvin Gaye to Ja Rule 
its resonance. So maybe his 
calling isn’t rhythm & blues. 
Maybe he's simply a rhythm man, 
setting the blues aside, forgotten 
for now, out of sight, just for 
tonight, baby, keith Harris 



LUNA 

Romantica 

(ietset) 






IMPERIAL TEEN 

On 

(Merge) 




“Once we had dreams, now we 
have schemes," croons Dean 
Wareham on Luna's sixth studio 
album, Romantica. He could be 
singing about busted dot-coms or 
the 2001 Mets, but the lines read 
like a reality check for mid-’90s 
modem rockers. After the grunge 
rush, as label budgets shrank, the 
“prestige act"— the cool, commer- 
cially underachieving band major 
labels kept around because 
its presence classed up the 
roster— became an endangered 
species. These days, if it ain’t 



o the DIRTBOIIBS, ‘Ultragllde in 
Black’ (In the Red) Diitbombs front- 
man Mick no llins is the unofficial godfather 
of Detroit's garage-rock scene — a black 
man who's done business in a white man's 
genre for more than a decade. That tension fuels this 
album of roughed-up '60s and '70s soul covers, which 
bums bard on Smokey and Curtis, then pops right out of 
the pan with "Ode to a Black Man." penned by Thin 
Lizzy's Phil Lynott. “The people in this town that try to 
put me down / Are the people in the town / That could 
never understand a black man." Word? sasha frere-jones 
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going gold, It’s just going out 
the window. Expectations (and 
overhead) duly lowered, former 
major-label bands like Luna 
and Imperial Teen return to the 
wide-open uncertainties of 
the minor leagues. 

Luna's last proper LP, 1999'$ 
The Days of Our Nights, was 
almost spitefully spacy, a fuzzed- 
out, passive-aggressive kiss-off 
to major-label middle managers. 
Now Wareham's back on an 
indie— and his A-game. Opener 
"Lovedust" is sharply ironic and 
erotic in turns (“When candles 
light themselves / And the 
air turns creamy"), and “Black 
Postcards" makes escapism 
downright funky. Yet there's no 
avoiding Romantica's sad, sad 



heart. (Whether Wareham’s 
hurting over a woman or a 
coldhearted multinational corpo- 
ration is another story.) Fizzy 
delights like “Black Champagne" 
and “Rene6 Is Crying" greet the 
sunset with a Sex on the Beach 
in one hand and a freshly served 
divorce summons in the other. 
It’s an album that presents its 
charms and its bruises with the 
same coy wink. 

Returning the wink from the 
Bay Area are Imperial Teen 
guitarist (and former Faith No 
More keyboardist) Roddy 
Bottom and partner-in-chime 
Will Schwartz. On transforms 
the Teen into a paranoid, 
European version of the Cars. 
(The Vespas?) Unlike the 




FIVE SPOT 

Rob Swift of the 
X-ecutloners picks his 
iovorlte rock records 

By Andy Greenwald 



1. THE JIMI HENDRIX EXPERIENCE, “PurpU Haz«” 

“I listen to Hendiix every single day. I have all his albums in my 
car on tape— I never get tired of his music. " 



2. AEROSMITH, “Walk This Way” “One of the original 
hip-hop breaks. I used to play this at parties and loop the 
opening beat, and people would go nuts. It’s a real impor- 
tant hip-hop record, even though it's a rock record." 



3. RUSH, “Tom Sawyer" “This is one of my favorite records 
to cut. As a DJ, you needed to have it. When my friends would 
ask me to make mix tapes for them, I'd throw on Rush. They'd 
all be like, ‘Why? I wanna hear Grandmaster Flash! ’ " 



4. THE DOORS, “Light My Fire" “There was always a 
point in the Doors' songs where they'd tone everything down 
and Morrison would just be talkmg to the crowd or spitting a 
poem. I’ve been trying to figure out a way to do that with 
scratches. Our shows are nonstop energy. But sometimes you 
have to let people watch you simmer and get their composure 
again before you get aazy on them. ” 



5. RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS, Blood Sugor Sox Magik 

“They're really irmovative— Anthony Kiedis was the first rock 
singer who rhymed like a hip-hop artist. I have a huge poster of 
them in my DJ room. " 



The X-ecutioneis' Built From Scratch is out now 
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group's glammed-up and so'so 
major label output, new songs like 
“Sugar" and “Mr. & Mrs." are 
sp>ace-age bachelor-pad music 
for cribs where “all the girls are 
wearing feathers and the boys 
are wearing leather.” With his 
bubble gum tightly wound around 
his finger, Schwartz even finds 
time on the album's best song 
("Undone") to preach positive 
to his fellow pop lifers: “Put your 
ear up to the radio / You know 
more than you think you know." 
Getting dropped doesn't mean 
you can't pick yourself up again. 

ANDY GREENWALD 

O’ 

FATBDY SUM 

Fatboy SUm; Live on 
Brighton Beach 

(Ministry of Sound) 

Midway through Fatboy Slim's 
third DJ-mix CD, in the middle of 
Love Tattoo's hands-in-the-air 
rallying cry “Drop Some Drums," 
we hear the voice of an anonymous 
old man. “You should feel pretty 
good by now," the codger says. 
“But that isn't good enough. 

I don't want you to just feel pretty 
good— I want you to feel great." 
For a while, that was Norman 
Cook’s appeal— he obviously felt 
great about making you feel good. 
But on 2000's Halfway Between 
the Gutter and the Stars, Cook 



started second-guessing his 
own ear for the joyfully lowbrow. 
While most of his maturity moves 
(profundities about death and 
resurrection sampled from Jim 
Morrison and Macy Gray) actually 
worked, the by-the-numbers 
Fatboy bangers lacked the 
knucklehead conviction of his 
previous work, and listeners primed 
for another “Rockafeller Skank" 
stayed away in droves. Cook 
might still find a happy medium 
between the Big Beat and the Big 
Statement. But if his desultory new 
mix CD Live on Brighton Beach is 
any indication, he’s content to 
coast on his rep until then. 

Once, Cook could rock the 
decks hard enough to convert 
even non-fans: His 1998 mix 
On the Floor at the Boutique felt 
like heaven’s own block party. 

But Live on Brighton Beach, 
recorded last summer in Cook’s 
hometown, is more like a mildly 
bumpin' Ibiza-weekend souvenir. 
That means trance turgidity fights 
with Big Beat's party-out-of- 
bounds aesthetic and wins, as 
with Jark Prongo's “Rocket Bass," 
which suffocates an elastic 
Salt-N-Pepa sample in muddy 
progressive-house whoosh. 
There's little of the rude fun that 
once made Cook— and Big Beat 
itself— the life of the party. To 
paraphrase the Basement Jaxx track 
that provides one of the disc’s 
few real thrills, Brighton Beach 




The healthy glow only 1 8 vodka-and-tonics can provide: Fatboy Slim 



BACK IN THE DAY 

Further evidence It was all better 
beiore you were born 

By WUl Hsnnes 

FttoUndar 

Slot Moms 

Patti Smith, Irand (1975-2002) (Arista) Sure, 
you can just buy Smith’s mind-blowing 
Horses and be done with it. But this hand- 
some two-CD set of “hits," rarities, and live 
tracks by punk’s grand dame is worth scoring for "Piss Factory" 
alone. An incandescent 1974 B-side that sounds like a teenage 
Rickie Lee Jones dry-humping Bruce Springsteen in a supply 
closet, it should be made available in an iPod emergency bracelet 
to every kid stuck in a crappy job in a bum-fuck town. Namaste, as 
Ms. Smith would say. 

FUe Under 

Wu-Tang Weepers 

Shaolin Soul, Episode l/Episode 2 (Hostile 
import) In the wake of sample-source comps 
like the Fatboy Slim-inspired A Break From 
the Norm and the Sampled series comes this 
sketchily annotated set “inspired by the Wu- 
Tang"— a sackful of the sticky-icky, string- 
soaked '70s soul that RZA and Co. like to jerk 
tears with. A1 Green, Ann Peebles, Eddie 
Holman ("It’s Over." as heard on Ghostface 
Killah's "Nutmeg"), and the mighty Syl 
Johnson all represent. Episode 3 should feature tracks used on 
The Blueprint, so Jigga can finally find out who’s cashing those 
sample-clearance checks. 



Pile Under 

Ska 2.0 

The Specials, The Specials/More Specials-, 
Special AKA, Id the Studio (Chrysalis/EMI) 
Gwen Stefani would be on roller skates serving 
burgers if it weren’t for these guys, who 
reimagined Jamaican ska as a political tool, a dance craze, and 
a fashion statement in punk-era England. The Specials is the 
top-to-bottom classic, More has its moments, and Studio has the 
Amnesty International party-starter "Nelson Mandela." (But 
where’s the jaw-dropping seven-inch rape nanative “The Boiler’’?) 
Part of a slew of new wave reissues from the folks at EMI, who 
need to refill their corporate coffers somehow, after the Maiiah 
payout. Thanks, girlfriend! 

Exhumations: 

^ Herbert, Around the House (SoundsUke/!K7) Domesticated glitch- 
house that helped inspire Bjork's Vespertine and gave a genera- 
tion of laptop-stroking shut-ins Saturday-night fever. 

^ Various artists. Nigeria 70 (Strut import) A secret funk history 
from the land that spawned too d amn many Fela Kuti reissues. A 
pretty complete overview — but why slight Prince Nico Mbarga, 
S who rocks badass Gene Simmons platform boots on the cover 
■ but doesn’t even get a track? ■ 
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The Afterburner™ CD Labeling System 
comes complete with everything you 
need to create professional looking CO 
labels. Log on to 
www.avery.com/afterbumer. 




■Rm On the Fun' 



For the latest in technology and 
entertainment products. Turn on l^ie 
Fun at Best Buy. Visit 
www.BestBuy.com for more information. 



Canon 



It's technology that makes sense... for 
more information about Canon products, 
visit www.usa.canon.com/consumer. 




GET THE KNACK... AGAIN. Get The Knack, 
Get The little Girit llnderetanri, Remd 
Trip S Serioui Fun digitally remastered 
for the first time. For more information, 
check out www.knack.com or 
www.H&V.com. 
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doesn’t tell us much about 
where Cook’s head is at— but 
the fact that his heart's not in 
it comes through loud and clear. 

MICKAELANGELO MATOS 

8 

ELECnaCEELS 

The Eyeball of Hell 

(Scrt) 




7 

ROCKET FROM 
THE TOMBS 

The Day The Earth 
Met The... 

(Smog Veil) 




Back in the early '70s, when the 
Indians stunk and the Cuyahoga 
smoldered. Cleveland was 
home to one of America's most 
important rock scenes, though 
you won’t find mention of it amid 



the backstage bric-a-brac at 
the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. 
Existential boogie-men Pere 
Ubu usually get all the props. 
But the era's most radical act 
were the Electric Eels, Beefheart- 
damaged high-school misfits 
who chewed up volatile 
Stooges-seasoned guitars and 
cacophonous free jazz and spit 
out exhilaratingly experimental 
hunks of punk. 

Not bad for a group that never 
saw the inside of a proper studio 
and played just a handful of gigs 
between 1972 and 1975, each 
marked by violent confrontations 
with the police, the audience, 
or among the band members 
themselves. Whether revving 
lawn mowers onstage or 
obnoxiously festooning their 
concert flyers with swastikas, the 
Eels calculated their every move 
to shock and antagonize as many 
people as possible — an M.O. 
Eels guitarist John Morton has 
dubbed “practical nihilism." 

But for a band that had little use 
for pop formalities like melody, 
musicianship, and production 
values, it’s remarkable how 
focused the Eels sound. 

On 1975’s “Agitated" — omitted 
from the Hall’s “500 Songs 
That Shaped Rock and Roll" 
list, go figure— sirtger Dave E. 
McManus howls, "I think the 
whole world stinks / 1 don’t need 
no shrink / 1 just hate it" like the 
angst in his pants is about to bust 
his inseam. Pushing amateurism 
towards abstraction, the Eels 
discovered the liberating 
exaltation of horrible noise. 

Equally legendary and no less 



TRANS AM, ‘TA’ (Thrill Jockey) The 
so-called "post-rock” movement grew 
from indie the way new wave spun off 
from punk. So it's no surprise that Maryland 
square pegs Trans Am now make sinewy 
synth-pop that nods to Animotion and Dead or Alive. 
But unlike other skinny-tie revivalists, Trans Am prize 
the era's laughable lyrical posturing as well as its 
embrace of all things fey. getting their Simon Le Bon 
on one minute (“Different Kind of Love") and dropping 
love-is-a-battlefield metaphors the next ("Cold War"). 

JON CARAMANICA 
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GRANDPA BOT 
Mono 

(Vagrant) 



TOM WATTS 
AUco 

(Anti) 



TOM WAITS 
Blood Money 

(Anti) 



J 



Aging mavericks Tom Woits and Paul 
Westerberg collect their punk pensions 

By Greg Milner 

Saatch a drunk, find a punk. 
As the Replacements' feck* 
PAUL WESTERBERG less leader, Paul Westerberg 
stumbled on indle-rock god- 
liness in the '80s. And after 
shuffling through a half- 
hearted major-label solo 
career during the '90s, he's 
back on an indie, Vagrant, 
sharing the bench with 
artists half his age. Tom 
Waits never had an indie 
phase, but his boho/hobo 
persona has always sug- 
gested a storied tenure on 
the indie label of life. Waits 
now records for Anti, an 
Epitaph subdivision that's 
home to other honorary 
punks like Tricky and Merle 
Haggard. 

Westerberg's dual releases represent both a last grasp at 
maturity and the onset of a second childhood. Stereo is thought- 
fuUy observed, carefully played, and achin' to be respectable. By 
track 5, Westerberg is aping After the Gold Rush-era Neil Young; 
by track 9, "Don't Want Never.” he's a walking study in 
Dylanology. But Mono, credited to his alter ego Grandpa Boy, is 
a 42-year-old's true-ringing update of the Replacements' 
tossed-off classic. Stink. Where Stereo's “Baby Learns to Crawl" 
evokes the Stones weeper “Wild Horses," Mono's "Kickin' the 
Stall" nicks "Waiting on a Friend." Compared to Stereo, it 
explodes out of the speakers. 

Unless you dream of a world where Kurt Weill kicks it with 
Cookie Monster, latter-day Tom Waits can be an acquired taste. 
Against music that sounds like Captain Beefheart and His Magic 
Band moonlighting in a French bistro. Waits alternately barks 
and croons songs about wharf rats, tragic beauty, and drink- 
ing — subject matter as essential to his aesthetic as pit bulls and 
pistol-whippings are to DMX’s. So sure is he of the power of his 
persona that he's titled one Blood Money song “Coney Island 
Baby"— 27 years after Lou Reed! Of his two new records. Blood 
Money has more edge and forward motion, from the fantasti- 
cally sinister mock-tango instrumental "Knife Chase" to the hilar- 
ious whiskey-bar soundtrack “Starving in the Belly of a Whale." 
But Alice is worth its weight almost solely for “I'm Still Here," 
one of those unbearably tender moments that Waits seems to 
pull out of his greasy head like a tick. 

Music aside, Tom Waits has such a following because he's 
created an imaginEiry universe that both nurtures and feeds on 
his eccentricities. Lacking Waits' sense of self, Westerberg 
keeps it real and struggles to find an audience that cares. Maybe 
there's a lesson in his decision to free his spirit by adopting 
an old codger's moniker. Could the child be father to the 
Grandpa Boy? ■ 





The Next Frontier. For more infiMmation, 
call (8D01 352-4079 or click on 
Nissandriven.com. 
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For exclusive SKYY Short Films, delicious 
drink recipes and the latest in cocktail 
style, visit vw/w/.SKYY.com. 



GET THE FEELING. TOYOTA. 

■etoyota.com 



The 2002 Toyota Celica has precise 
handling, a seamless gearshift and a 
180-horsepower WTI-i engine. And 
you thought it just looked fast. 

Check out Toyota.com. 

GET THE FEELING. TOYOTA. 



With an interior that comfortably fits 
five and a unique console display, the 
GET THE FEELING TOYOTA Toyota ECHO allows you to be 

-etoyota.com both functional and cool. 

Check out Toyota.com. 

GET THE FEELING. TOYOTA. 



GET THE FEELING. TOYOTA. 

•etoyou.com 



The new Toyota Matrix. It's a mystery, 
wrapped inside an enigma, infused with 
horsepower, stuffed with cargo space. 
Check out Toyota.com. 

GET THE FEELING. TOYOTA. 
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incendiary were the Eels' 
crosstown contemporaries 
Rocket From the Tombs. Known 
primarily for their distinguished 
alumni— members went on 
to form Pere Ubu and the Dead 
Boys— they existed for just over 
a year and left little official legacy 
until this compilation, culled from 
live performances and circa-75 
rehearsal tapes. Burning with 
amphetamine intensity, the band 
delivers brutal renditions of future 
Ubu classics tike “30 Seconds 
Over Tokyo" and “Final Solution" 
and the Dead Boys' “Sonic 
Reducer." The Rocket’s desper- 
ate death-trip vibe is no pose. 
When Peter Laughner spit out, 
“Ain't it fun when you know 
you're gonna die young," he 
meant it, man— he succumbed 
to rock-lifestyle excess two 
years later, at 24. This is garage 

j rock with the car left running, 
filling the air with lethal fumes. 

I MIKE RUBIN 




Captured in a rare between-jams moment: Anastaslo 



I 

TREYANASTASID 

^ Troy Anastasio 

(Elektra) 

I If you're the de facto leader of a 
band long dismissed by critics, it 
takes cheek to open your solo 
debut with a chorus of “Summer's 
cornin' and I’d like a review." Okay, 
dude, here you go: Trey Anastasia 
Is, against the odds, a pretty rad 
album. Over a decade plus, Phish 
varied their set lists endlessly, but 
I their approach remained the same: 

I four smirking virtuosi trading stoner 



jam jokes with their audience and 
one smother. So you might expect 
their freed guitar genie to phone 
in the wank. But instead, with art- 
boogie ambition, Anastasio 
deploys a brass-powered eight- 
piece band, various guest horn 
men (including neo-trad jazzman 
Nicholas Payton), a soul-mama 
chorus, and a 1 5-piece orchestra, 
in arrangements in which his juicy 
string-bending is just one flavor 
among many. 

“Alive Again" and “Push On ’Til 
the Day" bushwack some of the 
new-fusion territory that jambos 
like Galactic and Medeski Martin 




6 UGL7 CASANOVA, ‘Sharpen Your 

Tooth * (Sub Pop) Modest Mouse front- 
man Isaac Brock wants to have his country 
and beat it too. Sharpen Your Teeth, the first 
LP from his alter ego Ugly Casanova, under- 
cuts guitar twang with subtle synths and down-home drum 
machines. Sfaarpen’s rednecktronica works best when 
Brock's singing straight and sweet (“So Long to the 
Holidays”), which is only about half the time. More tentative 
than contemplative, Brock is dangling his legs off the back 
of the indie-country pickup truck, trying to decide whether 
to kick up more dust or just to let it settle, jenny williams 









& Wood have been prospecting 
in. Other numbers hype up the 
gumbo blues patter of Little Feat, 
and “Money, Love and Change" 
funks five times harder than 
Phish ever could. You also get 
two chamber-music instrumen- 
tals (“At the Gazebo" sounds 
like a telescoped score for the 
next Wes Anderson film) and 
a pair of handsome down-tempo 
numbers that step to emotions 
Anastasio has only danced 
around in the past: a heart-in- 
hand, breakfast-in-bed love song, 
"Drifting," and “Flock of Words," 
a communication-breakdown 
ballad so tender it earns its flute 
solo. The melodies mostly 
dissolve like cotton candy, but 
no worry: Anastasio is more 
note-choreographer than 
songsmith, and when the players 
are kickin' like Rockettes, it's all 
about the moment. Come to 
think of it, he might've meant 
he’d like a “revue," envisioning 
his new band as a massive, 
mutable, movable variety show. 
Megalomaniacal? Maybe. But 
it beats another 1 5 years of 
“Golgi Apparatus." wiu hermes 
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SOUND FILES 

We like short shorts! 

By Douglas Wolk 




What are those rock stars doing with their months-long recording 
sessions in the Bahamas, anyway? The bedroom geniuses 
who participate in the Crap Art website's Album-a-Day project 
(crapart.spacebar.org/aad) write, record, and mix an entire album's 
(well, at least 20 minutes') worth of songs in 24 hours and upload 
the results for others to hear (usually at mp3.com). The site's motto 
is “A bad song is better than no song”; contributors are encour- 
aged to keep individual compositions mercifully short. Remember, 
AAD is one letter away from ADD! 

So far. various unknown bands and solo performers have risen 
to the challenge, although almost half of the twenty-odd "albums" 
submitted have been by Crap Art webmaster Tom 7. His latest at 
press time is a 15-song voice-and-guitar paroxysm called Testify in 
Hockey, rich in wack-job gems like “Sir Arthur Conan Doyle." The 
most accomplished of the project’s speed demons is Maxfield, 
whose voice and keyboard playing suggest a low-rent Ben Folds. 
On his third and latest day's work, Dynamic Egiiilibnum. he even 
takes some passable stabs at drum'n'bass. 

Production values aside, there's not much difference between 
your typical underground pop hopeful's long-gestating opus and. 
say, Wum's 24-hour Album-a-Day brain spasm Zn Many Houses & 
Trees. Eventually, some of these one-take wonders may turn pro 
and begin crafting albums at a more leisurely pace. But the road 
to artistic maturity is paved with crap art. 

In less decadent times, it wasn't uncommon for musicians to 
work this quickly. Here's the musical brevity hall of fame: 

^ Steve Allen, the original host of the Tonight! show, was 
also a ridiculously prolific songwriter (steveallen. com/music/ 
composer.htm), frequently churning out as many as 40 songs per 
month. In front of 200 witnesses, he once sat at his piano and wrote 
400 songs in one day. 

^ Although Captain Beefheart and the Magic Band spent months 
rehearsing before making the classic 1969 double album Trout Mask 
Replica (beeflieart.coin/datharp/albums/tmr.ht]xil). they knocked out 
the album itself in an astounding four and a half hours. 

^ And the all-time record goes to Little Richard (www.kolumbu6.fi/ 
timrei/ Ire.btm), who recorded 1957's "Keep a Knockin’ " in less 
time than it takes to hear the song. It took him just 57 seconds to lay 
down the music, which was edited to create a two-minute single. ■ 
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applicator that eliminates bubbles and wrinkles. 9.998. It's part ot ^ 
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irs YOUR MUSIC. PUT A FACE ON IT. 
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THE LOVE OF SUMMER... 



THE CHEMICAL BROTHERS 

COME WITH US 

The brothers return with their latest ond 
greatest album, 

■ Come With Us is an almost perfect 
thing, an Invitation not to be refused. 

9 out of 10* -SPIN 

Featuring The Test. Star Guitar. 

It Began In Atrika. and Galaxy Bouryce 



CRAIG ARMSTRONG 

AS IF TO NOTHING 

From the Golden Globe oward winnirrg 
composer (Moulin Rouge) rerrowned for 
his work with Madorma U2 and 
Massive Attack 

Features ’Wake Up In New York' sung bv 
Evan Dondo. *Stoy (Faraway. So Close) ' 
with new vocals by Bono and 
oppearances by David McAlmont, Photek. 
and Wendy Stubbs (Alpha). 

RAREWERKS II 

Must hove music from 

The Chemical Brothers. Falboy Slim. 

Beth Oflon. Basement Joxx Air. Doves. 
The Beta Band. Dimitri From Paris. 
Playgroup. T-Love and Richard Scanty 
Also includes remixes frorri Daft Punk 
Felix Da Housecat. arrd 
The Chemical Brothers 

Also available. Rarewerks I 



CRYDAMOURE presents 
WAVES 

Le Knight Club aka Guy Manuel de 
HomenvChwto (half of Daft Punk) & 
Rico deliver o tour de force of classic 
modern house music. 

76 minutes of rrruslc featuring tracks by 
DJ Sneok. Pout Johnson. Buffalo Bunch. 
Le Knight Club and more. 



BASEMENT JAXX 

ROOTY 

The UK mosters of punk, funk, house and 
soul deliver the long awaited follow-up 
to Remedy 

Featuring Where's Your Head At. 

Romeo, and Do Your Thing. 

#3 Album of the year* - SPIN 
*9 out oMO*- MIXER 

PLAYGROUP 

The il< fy new oibum from 
acclaimed producer Trevor Jackson 
featuring Kothteen Hanrra. Shineheod. 
Edwyn Collins ar>d more. 

Includes Number One and US-only bonus 
material: front 2 Back (Fotboy Slim Remix) 
and Number One video. 

proves that oil tomorrow's parties can 
benefit from a little dash of yesterday * 
SPIN 

ALSO IN 2002: 

New albums from Beth Orfon, Cassius, 

Erlend 0ye, Lisa Shaw and more 
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Obsessive coupon-clippers Blackalicious await the Sunday paper 
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BLACKAUCIOUS 



Blazing Arrow 

(MCA) 



Blackalicious have an image 
problem. The Bay Area duo's 
debut LP, 2000’s Nia, was 
a wise, funny B-boy document, 
raw lyricism walking barefoot 
over broken beats, and it rocked 
many a hip-hop puiiat'a woiTd. 
But in the world at large, Chief 
Xcel and Gift of Gab haven't 
been able to transcend their early 
association with old University 
of California at Davis pal OJ 
Shadow, to the point that smother 
magazine recently blurbed them 
as "a pair of intense rhymers 
who've appeared on some of DJ 
Shadow's best productions.” 
Blazing Arrow, their first major 
label release, comes out of the 



gate strong enough to remedy 
that situation, with a top-form Gift 
of Gab tearing into a cello-kissed 
bass line on “Sky Is Falling." 

But by “First in Right," which 
ropes in hip-hop forefather Gil 
Scott-Heron to croon a hook, it’s 
clear Blackalicious have traded 
one kind of anonymity for another, 
joining labelmate Common on 
the rocky road from youthful 
intensity to faceless jazz-rap. 

The guests who drop by to bless 
the project— Zack de la Rocha, 
fire-breathing poet Saul Williams, 
Roots-approved songstress 
Jaguar Wright— end up hogging 
the spotlight, and neither Xcel's 
bubble-wrapped funk nor Gab’s 
generic uplift can wrestle it back. 
Their new direction goes down 
smoother than a cup of 
chamomile tea— and proves to 
be just as effective at putting 
heads to sleep, damien lemon 




TOUR-BUS POETRY 



THE WHITE STRIPES 

by Jack Black of 
Tenacious D 

white stripes 

scorching punk metal blues 
roasted my brains 
the dude’s nam e is jack white 
he is my arch-rival 
there may be bloodshed 

The White Stripes’ 

White Blood Cells is out now 
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The Yin and the Yang 
The Fabulous and the Ferocious 



RIVERS PRESS 



N ew, from the editors of VI Be. In this book, fif- 
teen of rap's grande dames are profiled in 
thoughtful and provocative essays by some of the 
best writers in hip hop, each accompanied by stun- 
ning photographs. With profiles of Roxanne _ 

MC Lyte. Queen Latifah. Lauryn Hill f-‘ J. 
Blige, Missy Elliott. Eve. Lil' Kim. Foxy Brown and 
more, HIP HOP DIVAS \s the first book to document 
the triumphs and tribulations of the women who 
helped shape the hip hop we know today. 

Wherever books are sold, 

T H n L r n i V r H s i’ n r s v 
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Vibe.com 

RandomHouse.com 



The NEW 
bestseller, TUPAC SHAKUR 



THE VIBE HISTORY OF 
HIP HOP 



Copyrighted material 







SPIN ADVERTISING AND PROMOTIONS-EVHNTS AND OPPORTUNITIES 




SPIN 



SKINNY 




33 r 



sxsw 



CLOSING NIGHT PARTY 



PARTY PEOPLE 



On March 16, 2002, Spin held their 5th annual SXSW Closing Party 
in conjunction with Jim Beam, Miller Lite and Merreil. Hundreds of 
die-hard music fans celebrated into the wee hours with killer per- 
formances from Elbow. South and Mr. Scruff. 

Our British invasion met with some down home Southern hospitality 
when our legendary event received an unscheduled visit from notori- 
ous buzzkills the TABC. Undaunted, we raged until the break of dawn 
(as if we'd let some gate-crashers spoil the fun]. 
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CONTENTS 

8 Adidas wrestling boots, from a 
selection, at adida8.com. 

“THE STAR WHO FELL TO 
EARTH** 

57 Versus polo shirt, $240, at Ver- 
sace, New York City. 62 Versus suit, 
$950, at Versace, New York City; 
Barneys New York, New York City. 
Heatherette zip-up sweatshirt, from 
a selection, at Patricia Field, New 
York City. 

“RIDE THE SKY" 

94 Quiksilver jeans, from a selection, 
at Quiksilver, New York City; 
quiksilver.com. Vision Street Wear 
shirt, from a selection, and vintage 
Vans slip-ons, from a selection, at 
Resurrection Vintage Clothing, New 
York City, 212-625-1374. 95 Vintage 
Mickey Mouse T-shirt, $15, at Rtth- 
Mart, New York City, 21 2-387-0650. 
Vision Street Wear sneakers, $50, at 
Blades Board & Skate, New York 
City. H&M sweatshirt, from a selec- 
tion, at H4M, New York City. Levi's 
jeans, $39, at Canal Jean Co., New 



York City: Levi’s store. New York 
City; ievi.com. 96 Stiissy baseball 
hat, $26, at stussy.com. Zoo York T- 
shirt, from a selection, at zooyork 
.com. CK Calvin Klein Jeans, $58, at 
Macy's nationwide. Vintage Pushead 
T-shirt, from a selection, at Resurrec- 
tion Vintage Clothing. Stussy shorts, 
$44, at stussy.com. Vans sneakers, 
from a selection, at vans.com. 97 Zoo 
York T-shirt, from a selection, at 
zooyork.com. CK Calvin Klein Jeans, 
$58, at Macy’s natiooNvide. 9S Puma 
headband, $5, at Puma store. New 
York City: pumacom. Zoo York long- 
sleeve shirt, from a selection, at 
zooyork.com. Pepe Jeans, from a 
selection, at Macy’s, New York City. 
Vans sneakers, from a selection, at 
Blades Board & Skate; vans.com. 

THIS PAGE 

Vintage Bones jacket, from a selec- 
tion, at Resurrection Vintage Cloth- 
ing. Vo/com shorts, from a selec- 
tion, at volcom.com. Converse 
Chuck Taylor All Star sneakers, 
$30, at sport specialty stores 
nationwide. ■ 
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